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LETTER EK: 


| Binkeld, Nov. 13, 1712. 
O writ me a very kind Letter ſome months 
£8 ago, and told me you were then upon the 
point of taking a journey into Devonſhire. That 
hindered my anſwering you, and I have ſince ſe- 
veral times inquired of -you, without any fatisfac- 
tion ; for ſo I call the knowledge of your welfare, 
or of any thing that concerns ycu. I paſt two 
months in Suſſex, and ſince my return have been 
again very ill. I writ to Lintot in hopes of hearing 
of you, but had no anſwer to that point. Our 
friend Mr, Cromwell too has been filent all this 
year; I believe he has been diſpleaſed at ſome or 
other of my freedoms *, which I very innocently 


* We ſee by the letters to Mr. Cromwell, that Mr. Pope 
was wont to railly him on his turn for trifling and pedantic exi- 
ticiſm. So he loſt his two early friends, Cromwell and W y- 
cherley, by his zeal to correct the bad poetry of the ene, and 
the bad taſte of the other. 
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2 LETTERS TO AND 


take, and moſt with thoſe I think moſt my friends. I 
But this I know nothing of ; perhaps he may have 4 
opened to you : and if I know you right, you are b 
of a temper to cement friendſhips, and not to divide 
them. I really much love Mr. Cromwell, and have | 
a true affection for yourſelf, which, if I had any 
intereſt in the world, or power with thoſe who 


haye, I ſhould not be long without, manifeſtiflg to on 


you. I defire you will not, either out of modeſty, 

or a vicious diſtruſt of another's value for you 

(thoſe two eternal foes to merit) imagine that your 

letters and converſation are not always welcome to 

me. There is no man more intirely fond of good- 

nature and ingenuity than myſelf, and I have ſeen 

too much of thoſe qualities in you to be any thing 

leſs than ; 
Your, etc. 
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LETTER I.. 


| Dec. 24, 1712. 
T has been my good fortune within this month 
-paſt,” to hear more things that have pleas'd me 
than (I think) in almoſt all my time beſide. But 
nothing upon my word has been ſo home felt a ſa- 
tisfaction as the news you tell me of yourſelf: and © 
you are not in the leaſt miſtaken,” when you con- 
gratulate me upon your own good ſucceſs: for! 
have more people out of whom to be happy, than 
any ill- natur'd man can boaſt of. I may with ho- 
neſty affirm to you, that, notwithſtanding the many 
inconveniencies and diſadvantages they commonly 
talk of in the Res anguſta domi, I have never found 
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4 any other, than the inability of giving people of 


merit the only certain proof of our value for them, 
in doing them ſome real ſervice. For after all, if 
we could but think a little, ſelf- love might make 
us philoſophers, and convince us guaztul; * 
Natura ! Ourſelves are eaſily provided. for; tis 
nothing but the circumſtantials, and the Apparatus 
or equipage of human life, that coſts ſo much the 
furniſhing.,.,, Only what a luxurious man wants for 
horſes, and footmen, a good natur'd man wants for 
his friends, or the indigent, 5 a4 aty 

I ſhall ſee you this winter. with no greater | 
pleaſure than I could the, laſt ;. and, I hope, as. 
much of your time, as your attendance on the 
Ducheſs * will allow you to ſpare to any friend, 
will not be thought loſt upon one who is as much 
ſo as any man. I muſt alſo put you in mind, tho! 
you are now ſecretary to this Lady, that you are 
likewiſe ſecretary to nine other Ladies, and are to 
write ſometimes for them too. He who is forced 
to live wholly upon thoſe Ladies fayours is indeed 
in as precarious a condition as any He who does 
what Chaucer ſays for ſuſtenance ; but they are 
very agreeable companions, like other Ladies, 
when a man only paſles a night or ſo with them at 


a I his leiſure, and away. I am 


Your, etc. 


* Durheſs of Meomouth, to AY he was jult then mace 
Secretary, 
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LETTER III. 


Aug. 23, 1713. 

UST as I receiv'd yours, I was ſet down to write 

to you, with ſome ſhame that I had ſo long de- 
ferred it. But I can hardly repent my negle&, when 
it gives me the knowledge how little you inſiſt upon 
ceremony, and how much a greater ſhare in your 
memory I have, than I deſerve. I have been near 
a week in London, where I am like to remain, till 
become, by Mr. Jervas's help, Elegant, Formarum 
Szefator. I begin to diſcover beauties that were 
till now imperceptible to me. Every corner of an 
eye, or turn of a noſe or ear, the ſmalleſt degree of 
light or ſhade on a cheek, or in a dimple, have 
charms to diſtract me. I no longer look upon Lord 
Plauſible as ridiculous, for admiring a Lady's fine 
tip of an ear and pretty elbow (as the Plain Dealer 
has it) but am in ſome danger even from the ugly 
and diſagreeable, ſince they may have their retired 
beauties, in one trait or other about them. You 
may gueſs in how uneaſy a ſtate I am, when every 
day the performances of others appear more beau- 
tiful and excellent, and my own more deſpicable, 
] have thrown away three Dr. Swifts, each of which 
was once my vanity, two Lady Bridgewaters, a 
Ducheſs of Montague, beſides half a dozen Earls, 
and one knight of the garter. I have crucifed 
Chriſt over-again in efhgie, and made a Madona as 
old as her mother St. Anne. Nay, what 1s more 
miraculous, I have rivall'd St. Luke himſelf in 
painting, and as, tis ſaid, an angel came and fi- 
niſh*d his piece, ſo, you would ſwear, a devil put 
the Jaſt hand to mine, tis ſo begrim'd and ſmutted. 


* 
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However J comfort myſelf with a Chriſtian refle&i- 
on, that I have not broken the commandment, far 
my pictures are not the likeneſs of any thing in 
heaven above, or in earth below, or in the water 
under the earth. Neither will any body adore or 
worſhip them, except the Indians ſhould have a 
ſight of them, who, they tell us, worſhip certain 
idols purely for their uglineſs. 

I am very much recreated and refreſhed with the 
news of the advancement of the Fan“, which, I 
doubt not, will delight the eye and ſenſe of the fair, 
as long as that agreeable machine ſhall play in the 
hands of poſterity. I am glad your fan is mounted 
ſo ſoon, but I would have you varniſh and glaze it 
at your leiſure, and. poliſh the ſticks as much as 
you can. You may then cauſe it to be borne in 
the hands of both ſexes, no leſs in Britain, than 1t 
is in- China; where it is ordinary for a Mandarine 
to fan himſelf cool after a debate, and a Stateſman 
to hide his face with it when he tells a grave he. 

I am, etc. 


LETTER w. 
Dear Mr. Gar, Sept. 23, 1714. 


ELCOME to your native ſoil + ! welcome 

to your friends! thrice welcome to me! 
whether returned in glory, bleſt with court-intereft, 
the love and familiarity of the great, and fill'd with 


* A Poem of Mr. Gay's, ſo intitled. 


F In the beginning of this year Mr. Gay went over to Hano- 
ver with the Earl of Clarendon, who was ſent thither by Q. 
Anne. On her death they returned to England; and it was on 
this occaſion that Mr, Pope met him with this friendly welcome. 
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agreeable hopes ; or melancholy with dejection, 


contemplative of the changes of fortune, and 


doubtful for the future: Whether return'd a tri— 


- umphant Whig, or a deſponding Tory, equally al! 
+ hail ! equally beloved and welcome to me ! If 


happy, I am to partake in your elevation; if un- 


happy, you have ſtill a warm corner in my heart, 


- and a retreat at Binkeld in the worſt of times at 


your ſervice. If you are a Tory, or thought ſo by 


any man, I know it can proceed from nothing but 


+ Your gratitude to a few people who endeavour'd to 


» ſerve you, and whoſe politics were never your con- 
cern. If you are a Whig, as I rather hope, and, 
as I think your principles and mine (as brother 


- poets) had ever a bias to the fide of Liberty, I know 


you will be an honeſt man, and an inoffenfive one. 
Upon the whole, I know, you are incapable of 


being fo much of either party as to be good for no- 


© thing. Therefore, once more, whatever you are, 
or in whatever ſtate you are, all hail ! 


One or two of your own friends complain'd they 
had heard nothing from you ſince the Queen's 
death ; I told them no man living lov'd Mr. Gay 
better than I, yet I had not once written to him in 
all his voyage. This I thought a convincing proof, 


how truly one may be a friend to another without 
telling him ſo every month. But they had reaſons 


too themſelves to alledge in your Excuſe ; as men 
who really value one another, will never want ſuch 
as make their friends and themſelves eaſy. 'The 
late Univerſal concern in public affairs, threw us 
all into a hurry of ſpirits : even I, who am more a 
Philoſopher than to expect any thing from any 
Reign, was born away with the current, and full 
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of the expectation of the Succeſſor. During your 
journeys I knew not whether to ,aim a letter after 
ou; that was a ſort of ſhooting flying: add to 
this the demand Homer, had upon me, to write 
fifty verſes a day, beſides learned notes, all which 
are at a concluſion for this year. Rejoice w with 
me, O my friend, that my labour is over; come 
and make merry with me in much feaſting: We 
will feed among the lilies (by the lilies I mean the 
Ladies). Are not the Roſalinda's of Britain as 
charming as the Blouſalinda's of the Hague ? or 
have the two great Paitoral poets of our nation re- 
nounced love at the ſame time ? for Philips, im- 
mortal Philips hath deſerted, yea, and in a ruftic 
manner kicked, his Roſalind. Dr. Parnelle and I 
have been inſeparable ever ſince you went, We 
are now at the Bath, where (if you are not, as I 
heartily hope, better engaged) your coming would 
be the greateſt pleaſure to us in the world. Talk 
not of expences : Liomer. ſhall ſupport his children. 
I beg a line from you directed to the poſt-houſe in 
Bath. Poor Parnelle is in an ill ſtate of health. 
Pardon me if I add a word of advice in the 
poetical way. Write ſomething on the King, or 
Prince, or Princeſs. On * hatſdever foot you may 
be with the court, this can do no harm—l ſhall 
never know where to end, and am confounded in 
the many things I have to ſay to you, tho? they all 
amount but to this, that I am entirely, as ever, 
_ Your, etc. 
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LET TER V. 


X London, Nov. 8, 1717. 
AM extremely glad to find by a Letter of yours 
to Mr. Forteſcue, that you have received one 

from me ; and I beg you to keep as the greateſt of 

curioſities, that letter of mine which you received, 
and I never writ. 

But the truth is, that we were made here to ex- 
pect you in a ſhort time, that I was upon the ramble 

moſt part of the Summer, and have concluded the 
ſeaſon in grief for the death of my poor father. 

I ſhall not enter into a detail of my concerns and 
troubles, for two reaſons; becauſe I am really af- 
flicted and need no airs of grief, and becauſe they 
are not the concerns and troubles of any but my- 
ſelf. But I think you (without too great a com- 
pliment) enough my friend, to be pleas'd to know 
he died caſily, without a groan, or the ſickneſs of 
two minutes; in a word, as ſilently and peacefully 
as he lived. 

Sic mihi contingat wivere, ficque mori ! 

I am not in the humour to ſay gay things, nor 
in the affectation of avoiding them. I can't pre- 
tend to entertain either Mr. Pulteney or you, as 
you have done both my Lord Burlington and me, 
by your letter to Mr. Lowndes *, I am only ſorry 
you have no greater quarrel to Mr. Lowndes, and 
wiſh you paid ſome hundreds a year to the land- 
tax. U hat gentleman is lately become an inoffen- 
five perſon to me too; ſo that we may join heartily 


* A Poem intituled, To my 8 and worthy friend W. 
Lewndes, Eſq; Author of that celebrated treatiſe in Felis, call a 
the LAN D-TAX BILL. 


e 
of 


FROM MR. GAY. 9 


in our addreſſes to him, and (like true patriots) re- 
joice in all that good done to the nation and govern- 
ment, to which we contribute. nothing ourſelves. 

I ſhould not forget to acknowledge your letter 
ſent from Aix ; you told me then that writing was 
not good with the waters, and, I find ſince, you 
are of my opinion, that *tis as bad withont the 
waters. But, I fancy, it is not writing but think- 
ing, that is ſo bad with the waters; and then you 
might write without any manner of prejudice, if 
you write like our brother Poets of theſe days. 

The Ducheſs, Lord Warwick, Lord Stanhope, 
Mrs. Bellenden, Mrs. Lepell, and I can't tell who 
elſe, had your letters : Dr. Arbuthnot and I ex- 
pect to be treated like Friends. I would ſend my 
ſervices, to Mr. Pulteney, but that he is out of fa- 
vour at court; and make ſome compliment to Mrs. 
Pulteney, if ſhe were not a Whig. My Lord Bur- 
lington tell; me ſhe has as much out- ſhin'd all the 
French ladies, as ſhe {did the Engliſh before : I am 
ſorry for it, becauſe it will be detrimental to our 
holy religion, if heretical women ſhould eclipſe thoſe 
Nuns and Orthodox Beauties, in whoſe eyes alone 
lie all the hopes we can have, of gaining ſuch fine 


gentlemen as you to our Church. 
Yours, etc. 


I with you joy of the birth of the young prince, 
becauſe he is the only prince we have, from whom 
yeu have had no expectations and no diſappoint- 
ments, 


LETTERS TO AND 
LETTER VI. 
FROM MR. GAY TO MR. F—. 


Stanton-Harcourt, Aug. 9, 1718, 

HE only news that you can expect to have 

from me here, is news from heaven, for I am 

quite out of the world, and there is ſcarce any 
thing can reach me except the noiſe of thunder, 
which undoubtedly you have heard too. We have 
read in old authors of high towers levell'd by it to 


the ground, while the humble valleys have eſcap'd: 


the only thing that is proof againſt it is the laure], 
_. whach, however, I take to be no great ſecurity to 
the brains of modern authors. But to let you ſee 
that the contrary to this often happens, .I muſt 
acquaint you, that the higheſt and moſt extrava- 
gant heap of towers in the univerſe, which is in 
this neighbourhood, ſtand ſtill -undefaced, while a 
cock of barley in our next field has been conſum- 
ed to aſhes. Would to God that this heap of bar- 
ley-had been all that had periſhed ! for unhappy 
beneath this little-ſhelter ſat two much more con- 
ſtant Lovers than ever were found in Romance un- 
der the ſhade of a beech-tree. John Hewet was a 
well-ſet man of about five and twenty, Sarah Drew 
might rather be called comely than beautiful, and 
was about the fame age, They, had paſs'd through 
the various labours of the year together, with the 
greateſt ſatisfaction; if ſhe milk' d, it was his morn- 
ing and evening care to bring the cows to her 
hand; it was but laſt fair that he bought her a 
preſent of green ſilk for her ſtraw hat, and the 
poke on her ſilver ring was of his chuſing. Their 
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love was the talk of the whole neighbourhood ; for 
ſcandal never affirm'd, that they had any other 


views than the lawful, poſſeſſion, of each other in 


marriage. It was that very morning that he had 
obtained the conſent of her parents, and it was but 
till the next week that they were, to. wait to be 
happy. Perhaps in the intervals of their work 
they were now talking of the wedding cloaths, 
and John was ſuiting ſeveral, ſorts of poppies and 
field flowers to her complexion, to chuſe her a knot 
for the wedding-day. While they were thus bu- 
fied, (it was on the laſt of July between two or 
three in the afternoon) the clouds grew black, ſuck 
a ſtorm of lightning and thunder enſued, that all 
the labourers made the beſt gf their way to what 
ſhelter the trees and hedges afforded. Sarah was 
frightned, and fell down in a ſwoon on a. heap of 
barley. John, who never ſeparated from her, ſat 
down by her ſide, having raked together two or 
three heaps, the better to ſecure her from the 
ſtorm. Immediately there was heard fo loud a 
crack, as if heaven had ſplit aſunder ; every one 
was now ſolicitous for the ſafety of his neighbour, 
and called to one another throughout the field: 
No anſwer being returned to thoſe who called to 
our Lovers, they ſtept to the Place where they lay ; 
they perceived the barley all in a ſmoke, and then 
ſpicd this faithful pair : John with one arm about 
Sarah's neck, and the other held over her as to 
{kreen her from the lightning. They were ſtruck 
dead and ſiffen'd in this tender poſture. Sarah's left 
eye-brow was ſinged, and there appeared a black 
ſpot on her breaſt: her lover was all over black, 
but not the leaſt ſigns of life were found in either. 
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Attended by their melanchgly companions, they 
were conveyed to the town, and the next day were 
interr'd in Stanton-Harcourt Church-yard. My 
Lord Harcourt, at Mr. Pope's and my requeſt, has 
cauſed a ſtone to be placed over them, upon con- 
dition that we furniſhed the Epitaph, which is as 
foHlows ; 

When Eaftern lovers feed the fur'ral fire, 

On the ſame pile the faithful pair expire: 

Here pitying Heav'n that virtue mutual found, 

And blaſted both, that it might neither wound. 

Hearts jo fincere th' Almighty ſaw well pleas'd, 

Sent his own lightning, and the victims ſeix d 
But my Lord is apprehenſive the country people 
will not underſtand this, and Mr. Pope ſays he'll 
make one with ſomething of Scripture in it, and 
with as little of poetry as Hopkins and Sternhold “. 

Yours, etc. 


* The Epitaph was this, 
Near this place lie the bodies of 
Joux HewerT and Mary Drew, 
an induſtrious young Man 
and Virtuous Maiden of this Pariſh ; 
Who being at Harveſt-Work 
(with ſeveral others) 


were in one inſtant killed by Lightning 
The laſt day of July 1718. 


Think not, by rig'rous Judgment ſeiz'd 
A pair ſo faithful could expire; 

Victims ſo pure Hezv'n ſaw well pleas'd, 
And ſnatch'd them in celeſtial fire. 


Live well, and fear no ſudden fate ; 
When God calls Virtue to the grave, 
Alike ti, juſtice ſoon or late, 
Mercy alike to kill or ſave. 


Virtue unmov'd can hear the call, 
And face the flaſh that melts the ball. 


FROM MR. GAY. T 


LET TE XV 


Dear GAY, Sept. 11, 1722. 
THANK you for remembering me; I would 
do my beſt to forget myſelf, but that, I find, 
your idea is ſo cloſely connected to me, that I muſt 
forget both together, or neither. I am ſorry I could 
not have a glimpſe either of you, or of the Sun 
(your father) before you went for Bath, But now 
it pleaſes me to ſee him, and hear of you. Pray 
put Mr. Congreve in mind that he has one on this 
ſide of the world who loves him ; and that there 
are more men and women in the univerſe than Mr. 
Gay and my Lady Ducheſs. There are ladies in 
and about Richmond, that pretend to value him 
and yourſelf; and one of them at leaſt may be 
thought to do it without affectation, namely, Mrs. 
Howard, 

Pray conſult with Dr. Arbuthnot and Dr. 
Cheyne, to what exact pitch your belly may be 
ſuffered to ſwell, not to outgrow theirs, who are 
yet, your betters. Tell Dr. Arbuthnot that even 
pigeon-pyes and hogs-puddings are thought dan- 
gerous by our governors ; for thoſe that have been 
ſent to the Biſhop of Rocheſter are open'd and pro- 
phanely pry'd into at the Tower: Tis the firit 
time dead pigeons have been ſuſpected of carrying 
intelligence. To be ſerious, you and Mr. Con- 
greve and the Doctor will be ſenſible of my concern 
and ſurprize at his commitment, whoſe welfare is 
as much my concern as any friend's I have. I 
think myſelf a moſt unfortunate wretch : I no ſooner 
love, and, upon knowledge, fix my eſteem to any 
man; but he either dies, like Mr. Craggs, or is 
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ſent to impriſonment like the Biſhop. God ſend 
him as well as I'wiſh him, manifeſt him to be as 
innocent as 1 believe him, and make all his ene- 
mies know him as well as I do, that they may 
think of him as well! 

If you apptehend this period to be of any danger 
in being addreſſed to you, tell Mr. Congreve or 
the Doctor, it is writ to them. I am 


4 + w 


Your, etc. 


— 


\ 


LETTER VII. 


July 13, 1722. 
WAS very much pleas'd, not to ſay obliged, 
by your kind letter, which ſufficiently warm'd 
my heart to have anſwered it ſooner, had I not been 
deceived (a way one often 1s deceived) by hearken- 
ing to women; who told me that both Lady Bur- 
lington and yourſelf were immediately to return 
from Tunbridge, and that my Lord was gone to 
bring you back. The world furniſhes us with too 
many examples of what you complain of in yours, 
and, I aſſure you, none of them touch and grieve 
me ſo much as what relates to you. I think your 
ſentiments upon it the very ſame I ſhould entertain : 
I wiſh thoſe we call great men had the ſame no- 
tions, but they are really the moſt little creatures 
in the world; and the moſt intereſted, in all but 
one point ; which i is, that they want judgment “ to 
know their greateſt intereſt, to encourage and chuſe 
honeſt men for their friends. 


* Inſtead of—that they want judgment, propriety of ex- 


preſſion requires, he ſhould have ſaid there where they want 
| Judgment. 
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' T have not once ſeen the perſon you complain of, 
whom I have of late thought to be, as the Apoſtle 
admoniſheth, one fleſh with his wife. 
Pray make my ſincere compliments to Lord Bur- 
lington; whom I have long known to have a 
"ſtronger bent of mind to be all that is good and 
' honourable, than almoſt any one of his rank. 
1 have not forgot yours to Lord Bolingbroke, 
tho' 1 hope to have ſpeedily a fuller opportunity, 
he returning for Flanders and France next month. 
Mrs. Howard has writ you ſomething or other 
in a letter, which, ſhe ſays, ſhe repents. She has as 
much good nature as if ſhe had never ſeen any ill 
nature, and had been bred among lambs and turtle- 
doves, inſtead of Princes and court-ladies. 
By the end of this week, Mr. Forteſcue will paſs 
a few days with me : we ſhall remember you in our 
potations, and wiſh you a fiſher with us, on my 
graſs-plat. In the mean time we wiſh you ſucceſs 
as a fiſher of women at the Wells, a rejoycer of the 
comfortleſs and widow, *and a play-fellow of the 
maiden. lam | e 
Vour, etc. 


LETTER IX 

Sept. 11, 1722. 

I THINK it obliging in you to defire an account 
of my health. The truth is, I have never 
been in a worſe ſlate in my life, and find whatever 
I have try'd as a remedy ſo ineffeQual, that I give 
myſelf entirely over. I wiſh your health may be 
ſet perfectly right by the waters: and, be aſſured, 
not only wiſh that; and every thing elſe for you, 
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as common friends wiſh, but with a zeal not uſual 
among thoſe we cali ſo. I am always glad to hear 
of, and from you ; always glad to ſee you, what- 
ever accidents or amuſements have interven'd to 
make me do either leſs than uſual. I not only fre- 
quently think of you, but conſtantly do my beſt to 
make others do it, by mentioning you to all your 
acquaintance, I deſire you to do the ſame for me 
to thoſe you are now with : do me what you think 
Juſtice in regard to thoſe who are my friends, and 
if there are any, whom J have unwillingly deſerved 
ſo little of as to be my enemies, I don't deſire you 
to forfeit their opinion, or your own judgment in 
any caſe. Let time convince thoſe who know me 
not, that I am an inoffenſive perſon ; tho” (to ſay 
truth) I don't care how little I am indebted to 
Time, for the world is hardly worth living in, at 
leaſt to one that is never to have health a week to- 
gether. I have been made to expect Dr. Arbuth- 
not in town this fortnight or elſe I had written to 
him. If he, by never writing to me, ſeems to for- 
get me, I conſider I do the ſame ſeemingly to him, 
and yet I don't believe he has a more ſincere friend 
in the world than I am : therefore I will think him 


mine. I am his, Mr. Congreve's, and 
Your, etc, 


——z- —— 


LETTER X. 


Faithfully aſſure you, in the midſt of that me- 
lancholy with which 1 have been ſo long en- 
compaſſed, in an hourly expectation almoſt of my 
Mother's death; there was no circumſtance that 
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rendered it more unſupportable to me, than that I 
could not leave her to ſee you. Your own preſent 
eſcape from ſo imminent danger, I pray God may 
prove leſs precarious than my poor Mother's can 
be; whoſe life at beſt can be but a ſhort reprieve, 
or a longer dying. But I fear, even that is more 
than God will pleaſe to grant me; for, theſe two 
days paſt, her moſt dangerous ſymptoms are return- 
ed upon her ; and, unleſs there be a ſudden change, 
I muſt in a few days, if not in a few hours, be de- 
prived of her. In the afflicting proſpect before me, 
I know nothing that can ſo much alleviate it as 
the view now given me (Heaven grant it may en- 
creaſe!) of your recovery. In the ſincerity of my 
heart, I am exceſſively concern'd, not to be able to 
pay you, dear Gay, any part of the debt, I very 
gratefully remember, I owe you on a like fad oc- 
caſion, when you was here comforting me in her 
laſt great illneſs. May your health augment as 
faſt as, I fear, hers muſt decline: I believe that 
would be very faſt—may the life that is added to 
you be paſt in good fortune and tranquillity, rather 
of your own giving to yourſelf, than from any ex- 
pectation or truſt in others. May you and I live 
together, without wiſhing more felicity or acquiſi- 
tions than Friendſhip can give and receive without 
obligations to Greattieſs. God keep you, and three 
or four more of thoſe I have known as long, that I 
may have ſomething worth the ſurviving my Mo- 
ther. Adieu, dear Gay, and believe me (while 
you live and while I live) 

Your, etc. 


As I told you in my laſt letter, I repeat it in 
this: Do not think of writing to me. The Doctor, 
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Mrs. Howard, and Mrs. Blount give me daily ac- 
counts of you. e 


LETTER XI. 


Sunday Night. 
- TRULY rejoice to ſee your hand-writing, tho 
11 feared the trouble it might give you. I wiſh 
I had not known that you are ſtill ſo exceſſively 
weak. Every day for a week paſt J had hopes cf 
being able in a day or two more to ſee you. But 
my Mother advances not at all, gains no ſtrength, 
and ſeems but upon the whole to wait for, the next 
cold day to throw her into a Diarrhoea, that muſt, 
If it return, carry her off. This being daily to be 
fear'd, makes me not dare to go a day from her, 
Teſt that ſhould prove to be her laſt. God ſend you 
a ſpeedy recovery, and ſuch'a total one as, at your 
time of life, may be expected. You need not call 
the few words I wr:t to you, either kind, or good ; 
that was, and is, nothing. But whatever I have in 
my nature of kindneſs, I really have for you, and 
whatever gocd I couid do, I would, among the very 
firſt, be glad to do to you. In your circumſtance 
the old Roman farewell is proper, Jive memor neftri. 
Your, etc. 


I ſend you a very kind'letter of Mr. Digby, be- 


tween whom and me two letters have paſs'd con- 
cerning you. 
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LETTER Ak 
N O words can tell you the great concern I feel 


for you ; I aſſure you it was not, and 1s not 
leſſened, by the immediate apprehenſion I have now 
every day lain under of loſing my Mother. ' Be 
aſſur'd, no duty leſs than that ſhould have kept me 
one day from attending your condition : I would 
come and take a room by you at Hamſtead, to be 
with you daily, were ſhe not ftill in danger of 
death. I have conſtantly had particular accounts 
of you from the Doctor, which have not ceas'd to 
alarm me yet. God preſerve your life, and reſtore 
your health. TI really beg it for my own ſake, for 
I feel I love you more than I thought in health, 
tho? I always loved you a great deal. If I am fo 
unfortunate as to bury my poor mother, and yet 
have the good fortune to have my prayers heard 
for you, J hope we may live moſt of our remaining 
days together. If, as I believe, the air of a better 
clime, as the ſouthern part of France, may be 
thought uſeful for your recovery, thither I would 
go with you infallibly ; and it is very probable we 
might get the Dean with us, who is in that aban- 
don'd ſtate already in which I ſhall ſhortly be, as to 
othereares and duties. Dear Gay, be as chearful as 
your ſufferings will permit : God is a better friend 
than a Court; even any honeft man is a better. 
I promiſe you my entire friendſhip in all events, 
heartily praying for your recovery. 


Your, etc. 


Do not write, if you are ever ſo able: the Doctor 
tells me all, 
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LDUETTER XL 


AM glad to hear of the progreſs of your re- 
covery, and the oftner I hear it, the better, 
when it becomes eaſy to you to give it me. I fo 
well remember the conſolation you were to me in 
my Mother's former illneſs, that it doubles my con- 
cern at this time not to be able to be with you, or 
you able to be with me. Had I loſt her, I would 
have been no where elſe but with you during your 
confinement. I have now paſt five weeks without 
once going from home, and without any company 
but for three or, four of the days. Friends rarely 
ſtretch their kindneſs ſo far as ten miles. My Lord 
Bolingbroke and Mr. Bethel have not forgotten to 
viſit me: the reſt (except Mrs. Blount once) were 
contented to ſend meſſages. I never paſſed ſo me- 
lancholy a time, and now Mr. Congreve's death 
touches me nearly, It was twenty years and more 
that I have known him: Every year carries away 
ſomething dear with it, till we outlive all tender- 
neiſes, and become wretched individuals again as 
we begun. Adleu! This is my bitth-day, and 
this is my re ſlection upon it. 
With added days if life give nothing new, 
But, lite a Sieve, let ev'ry Pleaſure thro” ; 
Same Foy flill ut, as each wain Tear runs ver, 
And all aue gain, ſome ſad Reflection more! 
Is this a Birth-day ?— Tis, alas ! too clear, 
Tis but the Fun' ral of anather Year. 


Your, etc. 


* 
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LETTER MW. 
TO THE HONOURABLE MRS. 


June 20. 
E cannot omit taking this occaſion to con- 
gratulate you upon the encreaſe of your fa- 


| Emily, for your cow is this morning very happily 


deliver'd of the better ſort, I mean a female calf; 


The is as like her mother as ſhe can ſtare. All 


W-nights Errants Palfreys were diſtinguiſh'd by lofty 
names: we ſee no reaſon why a Paſtoral Lady's 
ſheep and calves ſhould want names of the ſofter 


ſound: we have therefore given her the name of 


E Caeſar's wife, Calfurnia : imagining, that as Ro- 


mulus and Remus were ſuckled by a wolf, this Ro- 
man lady was ſuckled by a cow, from whence ſhe 


took that name. In order to celebrate this birth- 
day, we had a cold dinner at Marble-hill “, Mrs. 
© Suſan offered us wine upon the occaſion, and upon 
ſuch. an occaſion we could not refuſe it. Our en- 


terta'nment conſiſted of fleſh and fiſh, and the let- 


tuce of a Greek Iſland call'd Cos. We have ſome 
thoughts of dining there to morrow, to celebrate 
the day after the birth-day, and on Friday to cele- 
brate the day after that, where we intend to enter- 


tain Dean Swift; becauſe we think your hall the 
moſt delightful room in the world, except that 
where you are. If it was not for you, we would 
forſwear all courts; and really it is the moſt mor- 
tifying thing in nature, that we can neither get 


into the court to live with you, nor you get into 


* Mrs, Howard's houſe. 
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the country to live with us; ſo we will take up with 
what we can get that belongs to you, and make 
ourſelves as happy as we can in your houſe. | | 
I hope we ſhall be brought into no worſe com- 
pany, when you all come to Richmond : for what- 
ever our friend Gay may wiſh as to getting into 
Court, I diſclaim it, and defire to ſee nothing of 
the court but yourſelf, being wholly and ſolely 


Your, etc. 


nnn, XV. 


N F July 2 21. 
0 U. have the ſame ſhare in my memory that 
V good things generally have; I always know 
(whenever I reflect) that you ſhould be in my mind 
only I reflect too ſeldom. However, you ought to 
allow me the indulgence I allow all my friends 
(and if I did not, they would take it) in conſidera- 
tion that they have other_ avocations, which may | 
prevent the proofs of their remembering me, tho! 
they preſerve for me all the friendſhip and good- 
will which I deſerve from them, In like manner I 
expect from you, that my paſt life of twenty years 
may be ſet againſt the omiſſion of (perhaps) one 
month: and if you complain of this to any other, 
tis you are in the ſpleen, and not I in the wrong. 
If you think this letter ſplenetic, conſider I have 
juſt receiv'd the news of the death of a friend, 
whom I eſteem'd almoſt as many years as you; 
poor Fenton. He died at Eaſt-hamſtead, of indo- 
lence and ĩnactivity; let it not be your fate, but 
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uſe exerciſe. I hope the Duckeſs * will take care 
of you in this reſpect, and either make you gallop 
after her, or teize you enough at home to ſerve i in- 

ſtead: of exerciſe abroad. Mrs. Howard is ſo con- 
cern'd about you, and ſo angry at me for not writ- | 
ing to you, and at Mrs. Blount for not doing the 
ſame, that I am piqu*d with jealouſy and envy at 


vou, and hate you as much as if you had a great : 


place at court ; which you will confeſs a proper 
cauſe of envy and hatred, in any Poet militant, or 
unpenſion'd. But to ſet matters even, I own I love 
you; and own, I am, as I ever was, and juſt as 1 
ever ſhall be, 


Your,. etc. . 


LE T*T-E RAVE 


Dear 818, Oct. 6, 1727. 
HAVE many years ago magnify'd in my own 
mind, and repeated to you, a ninth Beatitude, 

added to the eighth in the Scripture ; * Bleſſed is 
he who expects nothing, for he ſhall never be 
% diſappointed.” I could find in my heart to con- 
gratulate you on this happy diſmiſſion from all 
Court dependance; I dare ſay I ſhall find you the 
better and the honeſter man for it, many years 
hence: very probably the healthfuller, and the 
chearfuller into the bargain. Vou are happily d 
of many curſed ceremonies, as well as of many ill, 

and vicious Habits, of which few or no men eſcape 
the infection, who are hackney'd and tramelled in 
the ways of a court. Princes indeed, and Peers 


* Of Queealberry. 
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(the lackies of Princes) and Ladies (the fools of 
Peers) will ſmile on you the leſs; but men of 
worth, and real friends, will look on you the bet- 
ter. There is a thing, the only thing which Kings 
and Queens cannot give you (for they have it not 
to give) Liberty, and which is worth all they have; 
which, as yet, I thank God, Engliſhmen need not 
aſk from their hands. You will enjoy that, and 
your own integrity, and the ſatisfactory conſciouſ- 
neſs'of having not merited ſuch graces from courts 
as are beſtow'd only on the mean, ſervile, flatter- 
ing, intereſted, and undeſerving. The only ſteps 


to the favour of the Great are ſuch complacencies, 


ſuch compliances, ſuch diſtant decorums, as delude 
them in their vanities, or engage them in their 
paſſions. He is their greateſt favourite, who is the 
falſeſt : and when a man by ſuch vile gradations, 
arrives at the height of grandeur and power, he is 
then at beſt but in a circumſtance to be hated, and 
in a condition to be hanged, for ſerving their ends: 
So many a Miniſter has found it! 

I beheve you did not want advice in the letter 
you ſent by my Lord Grantham ; I preſume you 
writ it not, without : ahd you could not have bet- 
ter, if I gueſs right at the perſon who agreed to 
your doing it, in reſpe& to any Decency you ought 
to obſerve: for I take that perſon to be a perfect 
judge of decencies and forms. I am not without 
fears even on that perſon's account: I think it a 
bad omen: but what have I to do with Court- 
omens ?—Dear Gay, adieu. I can only add a plain 
uncourtly ſpeech : While you are no body's ſer- 
vant, you may be any one's friend ; and, as ſuch, 
I embrace you, in all conditions of life. While I 
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have a ſhilling, you ſhall have ſix-pence, nay eight- 
pence, if I can contrive to live upon a groat. I 
am faithfully 


Your 7 etc. 


LETTER XVII. 
FROM MR. GAY TO MR. POPE. 


| Aug. 2, 1728. 
raus two or three weeks ago that I writ you 
4 a letter; I might indeed have done it ſooner; 

l thought of you every poſt-day upon that account, 
and every other day upon ſome account or other. 
© 1 muſt beg you to give Mrs. B. my ſincere thanks 
for her kind way of thinking of me, which I have 
heard of more than once from our friend at court, 
who ſeem'd in the letter ſhe writ to be in high 

health and ſpirits. Conſidering the multiplicity of 
pleaſures and delights that one is over-run with in 
© thoſe places, I wonder how any body hath health 
Wand ſpirits enough to ſupport them: I am heartily 
glad ſhe has, and whenever I hear fo, I find it con- 
tributes to mine. You ſee I am not free from de- 
pendance, tho? I have leſs attendance than I had 
formerly; for a great _ my own welfare ſtill 
gdepends upon hers, Is the widow's houſe to be 
diſpoſed of yet? I have not given up my pretenſions 
co the Dean; if it was to be parted with, I wiſh 
one of us had it; I hope you wiſh ſo too, and that 
Mrs. Blount and Mrs. Howard wiſh the ſame, and 
or the very ſame reaſon that I wiſh it. All I could 
hear of you of late hath been by advettiſements in 
ews-papers, by which one would think the race 
= Vos. VI. C | 


26 LETTERS TO AND 


of Curls was multiplied ; and, by the indignation 
ſuch fellows ſhow againſt you, that you have more 
merit than any body alive could have. Homer 
himſelf hath not been worſe us'd by the French. 
I am to tell you that the Ducheſs makes you her 
compliments, and is always inclin'd to like any 
thing you do; that Mr. Congreve admires, with 
me, your fortitude: and loves, not envies, your 
performance, for we are not Dunces. Adieu. 


— — 


LETTER XVIII. 


April 18, 1730. 

F my friendſhip were as effectual as it is ſincere, 
you would be one of thoſe people who would 

be vaſtly advantag'd and enrich'd by it. I ever 
honour'd thoſe Popes who were moſt famous for 


. * K 1 P 


Nepotiſm, *tis a ſign that the old fellows loved 
Somebody, which is not uſual in ſuch advanced 
years. And I now honour Sir Robert Walpole © 


for his extenfive bounty and goodneſs to his pri- © 


vate friends and relations. But it vexes me to the 


heart when I reflect, that my friendſhip is ſo much 3 


leſs effectual than theirs ; nay ſo utterly uſeleſs that 
it cannot give you any thing, not even a dinner at 


this diſtance, nor help the General, whom I great- 


ly love, to catch one fiſh. My only conſolation is 


to think you happier than myſelf, and to begin to 
envy you, which is next to hating you (an excel- 


lent remedy for love.) How comes it that Provi- 
dence has been ſo unkind to me (who am a greater | 
object of compaſſion than any fat man alive) that! 
am forced to drink wine; while you riot in water, | 3 
err. with oranges by the hand of the Ducheſ- 


$5. 
* 


FROM MR. GAY. 27 


of Queenſberry ? that I am condemn'd to live by a 
highway fide, like an old Patriarch, receiving all 
gueſts, where my portico (as Virgil has it) 

Mane /alutantum totis vomit aedibus undam, 
while you are wrapt into the Idalian Groves, 
ſprinkled with roſe-water, and live in burrage, 
balm, and burnet, up to the chin, with the Ducheſs 
of Queenſberry ? that I am doom'd to the drudgery 
of dining at court with the ladies in waiting at 
Windſor, while you are happily baniſh'd with the 
Ducheſs of Queenſberry ? So partial is fortune in 
her diſpenſations ! for I deſerv'd ten times more to 
be baniſh'd than you, and I know ſome Ladies who 
merit it better than even her Grace. After this I 
muſt not name any, who dare do ſo much for you 
as to ſend you their ſervices. But one there 1s, 
who exhorts me often to write to you, I ſappoſe, 
to prevent or excuſe her not doing it herſelf; ſhe 
ſeems (for that is all L' fay for a courtier) to with 
you mighty well. Another, who 1s no courtier, 
frequently mentions you, and does certainly wiſh 
you well—l fancy, after all, they both do ſo. 

I writ to Mr. Forteſcue, and told him the pains 
you took to ſee him. The Dean is well; 1 have 
had many accounts of him from Iriſh evidence, 
but only two letters theſe four months, in both 
which you are mentioned kindly : he is in the north 
of Ireland, doing I know not what, with I know not 
whom. Mr. Cleland always ſpeaks of you: he is 
at Tunbridge, wondering at the ſuperior carnivo- 
racity of our friend: he plays now with the old 
Ducheſs, nay dines with her, after ſhe has won all 
his money. Other news I know not, but that 
Counſellor Bickford has hurt himſelf, and has the 
C 2 
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ſtrongeſt walking-ſtaff I ever ſaw. He intends 
ſpeedily to make you a viſit with it at Ameſbury. 
I am my Lord Duke's, my Lady Ducheſs's, Mr. 
Dormer's, General Dormer's, and 

Your, etc. 


LETTER XIX. 


| Sept. 11, 1730. 

1 MAY with great truth return your ſpeech, that 
I think of you daily; oftener indeed than is con- 
fiſtent with the character of a reaſonable man, who 
is rather to make himſelf eaſy with the things and 
men that are about him, than uneaſy for thoſe 
which he wants. And you, whoſe abſence is in a 
manner perpetual to me, ought rather to be remem- 
bered as a good man gone, than breathed after as 
one living. You are taken from us here to be laid 
up in a more bleſſed ſtate with ſpirits of a higher 
kind: ſuch I reckon his Grace and her Grace, 
fince their baniſhment from an earthly court to a 
heavenly one, in each other and their friends; for, 
1 conclude, none but true friends will conſort or 
aſſociate with them afterwards. I can't but look 
upon myſelf (ſo unworthy as a man of Twitnam 
ſeems, to be rank'd with ſuch rectify'd and ſubli- 
mated beings as you) as a ſeparated ſpirit too. from 
Courts and courtly fopperies. But, I own, not 
altogether ſo diveſted of terrene matter, nor alto- 
gether ſo ſpiritualized, as to be worthy admiſſion 
to your depths of retirement and contentment, 1 
am tugg'd back to the world and its regards too 


often ; and no wonder, when my retreat 1s but ten | 
miles from the Capital. 1 am within ear-ſhot of 
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reports, within the vortex of lies and cenſures. 1 
Rear ſometimes of the lampooners of beauty, the 
calumniators of virtue, the jokers at reaſon and re- 
ligion. I prefume theſe are creatures and things 
unknown to you, as we of this dirty orb are to the 
inhabitants of the planet Jupiter; except a few fer- 
vent prayers reach you on the wings of the poſt, 
from two or three of your zealous votaries at this 
diſtance; as one Mrs. H. who lifts up her heart 
now and then to you, from the midſt of the Col- 
luvies and fink of human greatneſs at W r; 
one Mrs. B. that fancies you may remember her 


while you liv'd in your mortal and too tranſitory 


ſtate at Peterſnam; one Lord B. who admir'd the 
Ducheſs before ſhe grew a Goddeſs; and a few 
others. 

To defcend now to tell you what are our wants, 
our complaints, and our miteries here; I muſt feri- 
ouſly ſay, the loſs of any one good woman is too 
great to be born eaſily: and poor Mrs. Rollinſon, 
tho' a private woman, was ſuch. Her huſband is 
gone into Oxfordſhire very melancholy, and thence 
to the Bath, to live on, for ſuch is our fate, and 
duty. Adieu. Write to me as often as you will, 
and (to encourage you) I will write as ſeldom as if 
you did not. Believe me 


Your, etc. 


1 BT T$K:XK. 


Dear SIR, | OR. 1, 1730. 
1 AM ſomething like the ſun at this ſeaſon, with- 
drawing from the world, but meaning 1t mighty 


well, and reſolving to ſhine whenever I can again. 
s C 3 | 
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But I fear the clouds of a long winter will over- 
come me to ſuch a'degree, that any body will take 
a farthing candle for a better guide, and more ſer- 
viceable companion. My friends may remember 
my brighter days, but will think (like the Iriſhman) 
that the moon is a better thing when once I am 
gone. I don't ſay this with any alluſion to my 
poetical capacity as a ſon of Apollo, but in my 
companionable one (if you'll ſuffer me to uſe a 
phraſe of the Earl of Clarendon's) for | ſhall ſee or 
be ſeen of few of you this winter, I am grown too 
faint to do any good, or to give any pleaſure. I 
not only, as Dryden finely ſays, feel my notes de- 


Cay as a poet, but feel my ſpirits flag as a compani- 4 


on, and ſhall return again to where I firſt began, 
my books. I have been putting my library in or- 


* —— 


der, and enlarging the chimney in it, with equal 


intention to warm my mind and body (if I can) to 
ſome life. A friend (a woman friend, God help 
me!) with whom 1 have ſpent three or four hours 
a day theſe fifteen years, adviſed me to paſs more 
time in my ſtudies : ] reflected, ſhe muſt have found 
ſome reaſon for this admonition, and concluded ſhe 
would complete all her kindneſſes to me by return- 
ing me to the employment I am fitteſt for; con- 
verſation with the dead, the old, and the worm- 
eaten. 

Judge therefore if I might not treat you as a bea- 
tify'd ſpirit, comparing your life with my ſtupid 
ſtate. For as to my living at Windſor with the 
ladies, etc. it is all a dream; I was there but two 
nights, and all the day out of that company. I 
ſhall certainly make as little court to others as they 
do to me ; and that will be none at all. My Fair- 


e 


weather friends of the ſummer are going away for 
London, and I ſhall ſee them and the butterflies 
together, if I live till next year; which I would 
not deſire to do, if it were only for their ſakes. 
But we that are writers, ought to love poſterity, 
that poſterity may love us ; and I would willingly 
live to ſee the children of the preſent race, merely 
in hope they may be a little wiſer than their 
Parents. | 

I am, etc. 


© 


LETTER XXI. 


— 


T is true that I write to you very ſeldom, and 

have no pretence of writing which ſatisfies me, 
becauſe I have nothing to ſay that can give you 
much pleaſure: only merely that 1 am in being, 
which in truth is of little conſequence to one from 
whoſe converſation I am cut oF by ſuch accidents 
or engagements as ſeparate us. I continue, and 
ever ſhall, to wiſh you all good and happineſs: I 
wiſh that ſome lucky event might ſet you in a ſtate 
cf eaſe and independency all at onde! and that I 
might live to ſee you as happy, as this filly world 
and fortune can make any one. Are we never to 
live together more, as once we did? I find my life 
ebbing apace, and my affeQtions ſtrengthening as 
my age encreaſes ; not that I am worſe, but hetter, 
in my health than laſt winter; but my mind finds 


no amendment nor improvement, nor ſupport to 


lean upon, from thoſe about me: and ſo I find 
myſelf leaving the world, as faſt as it leaves me. 
Companions I have enough, friends few, and thoſe 
too warm in the concerns of the world, for me to 


C 4 
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bear pace with; or elſe ſo divided from me, that 4 | 
they are but like the dead whoſe remembrance ! I 


hold in honour. Nature, temper, and habit from 


my youth made me have but one ſtrong defire; all j l 


other ambitions, my perſon, education, conſtitu- 
tion, religion, etc. conſpired to remove far from 
me. That defire was, to fix and preſerve a few 
laſting, dependable friendſhips : and the accidents 
which have diſappointed me in it, have put a pe- 
riod to all my aims. So I am ſunk into an idle- 


neſs, which makes me neither care nor labour to 


be noticed by the reſt of mankind; I propoſe no 


rewards to myſelf, and why ſhould I take any ſort 43 
of pains? here I fit and ſleep, and probably here I 


ſhall ſleep till I ſleep for ever, like the old man of 
Verona. I hear of what paſſes in the buſy world 
with ſo little attention, that I forget it the next 
day: and as to the learned world, there is nothing 
paſſes in it. I have no more to add, but that I am 


with the ſame truth as ever, 
Your, Etc. 


—___ 


LETTER XXII. 


OR. 23, 1730. 

OUR letter is a very kind one, but [ can't 

ſay ſo pleaſing to me as many of yours have 

been, through the account you give of the dejection 
of your ſpirits. I wiſh the too conſtant uſe of wa- 
ter does not contribute to it; I find Dr. Arbuthnot 
and another very knowing phyſician of that opini- 
on. I alſo wiſh you were not ſo totally immers'd 
in the country; I hope your return to town will be 
a prevalent remedy againſt the evil of too much 


—_— <a * * 
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recollection. I wiſh it partly for my own fake. 
We have lived little together of late, and we want 


to be phyſicians for one another. It is a remedy 


that agreed very well with us both for many years, 
and I fancy our conſtitutions would mend upon the 
old medicine of Studiorum Similitudo, etc. I be- 
lieve we both of us want whetting ; there are ſeve- 
ral here who will do you that good office, merely 
for the love of wit, which ſeems to be bidding the 
town a long and laſt adieu. I can tell you of no 
one thing worth reading, or ſeeing; the whole age 
ſeems to juſtify the Dunciad, and it may ſtand for 
a public Epitaph or monumental Inſcription like 
that at Thermopylae; on a hole people periſp'd ! 
There may indeed be a Wooden image or two of 
Poetry ſet up, to preſerve the memory that there 
once were bards in Britain; and Hke the Giants 
at Guildhall) ſhow the bulk and bad taſte of our 
anceſtors: Atpreſentthe poor Laureat * and Stephen 
Duck ſerve for this purpoſe ;: a drunken ſot of a 
Par/on holds forth the emblem of In/p:ration, and 
an honeſt induſtrious 7 Hreſber not unaptly repreſents 
Pains and Labour... I hope this Phaenomenon of 
Wiltſhire has appear'd-at Ameſbury, or theDucheſs 
will be thought inſenſible to all bright qualities 
and exalted genius's, in court and country alike. 
But he is a harmleſs man, and therefore I am glad. 

This is all the news talk'd of at court, but it will 
pleaſe you better to hear that Mrs. Howard talks 
of you, tho? not in the ſame breath with the 
Threſher, as they do of me. By the way, have 
you ſeen or convers'd with Mr. Chubb, who is a. 
wonderful Phaenomenon of Wiltſhire ? I have read 

* Eulden, | : 
C's 
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through his whole volume * with admiration of the 
writer; tho' not always with approbation of the 
doctrine. I have paſt juſt three days in London in 
four months, two at Windſor, half an one at Rich- 
mond, and have not taken one excurſion into any 
other country. Judge now whether ] can live in 
my library. Adieu, Live mindful of one of your 
firft friends, who will be fo till the laſt. Mrs. 
Blount deſerves your remembrance, for ſhe never 
forgets you, and wants nothing of being a friend +. 
beg the Duke's and her Grace's acceptance of 
my ſervices: the contentment you expreſs in their 
company pleaſes me, tho' it be the bar to my own, D 
m dividing you from us. I am ever very truly 1 | 
Your, etc. 


LETTER XXIII. 


Oct. 2, 1732. 

IR Clem. Cottrel tells me you will ſnortly come 
1 to town. We begin to want comfort in a few 
friends about us, while the winds whiſtle, and the 

waters roar. The ſun gives us a parting look, 

ut *tis but a cold one; we are ready to change 


This was bis quarto Volume, written before he had given. 
any ſigus of theſe extravagancies, which have fince rendered his 
parpe fo noted. As the Court ſet up Mr. Duck for the rival of © 
Mr. Pope, the City at the ſame time, confidered Chubb, as ne 
who would eeliple Locke. The modeſty of the Court-Poet kept 4 

hin ſober in the very intoxicating ſituation, while the vanity of 1 
| this new-farigled Philoſopher affiſted his ſage admirers in turning 
| his head. i 


*. Alluding to thoſe lines in the Epiſt. on the Characters of 3 
omen, | | a 
| With ev'ry pleaſing, ev'ry prudent part, 4 


„Say what can Chloe want ?—She wants « heart.“ 


thoſe diſtant favours of a lofty beauty, for a groſs 
material fire that warms and comforts more. I 
wiſh you could be here till your family come to 
town: you'll live more innocently, and kill fewer 
harmleſs creatures, nay none, except by your pro- 
per deputy, the butcher. It is fit for conſcience 
ſake, that you ſhould come to town, and that the 
Ducheſs ſhould ſtay in the country, where no inno- 
cents of another ſpecies may ſuffer by her.] I hope 
ſhe never goes to church: the Duke ſhould lock 
you both up, and leſs harm would be done. I ad- 
viſe you to make man your game, hunt and beat 
about here for Coxcombs, and truſs up Rogues in 
Satire: I fancy they'll turn to a good account, if 
you can produce them freſh, or make them keep: 
and their relations will come, and buy their bodies 
of you. | 
The death of Wilks leaves Cibber without a col- 
legue, abſolute and perpetual dictator of the ſtage, 
tho” indeed while he lived he was but like Bibulus 
to Caeſar. However, ambition finds ſomething to 
be gratify'd with in a mere name; or elſe, God 
have mercy upon poor ambition! Here is a dead 
vacation at preſent, no politics at Court, no trade 
in town, nothing ſtirring but poetry. Every man, 
and every boy, 1s writing verſes on the Royal Her- 
mitage : I hear the Queen is at a loſs which to pre- 
fer; but for my own part I like none ſo well as 
Mr. Poyntz's in Latin. You would oblige my 
Lady Suffolk if you tried your Muſe on this occa- 
fon. I am ſure I would do as much for the Ducheſs 
of Queenſberry, if ſhe deſired it. Several of your 
triends aſſure me it is expected from you: one 
ſhould not bear in mind, all one's life, any little 
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indignity one receives from a Court ; and therefore 


I am in hopes, neither her Grace will hinder you, 


nor you decline it. 


The Volume of Miſcellanies is juſt publiſh'd, 


which concludes all our fooleries of that kind. 


All your friends remember you, and, I aſſure you, 


no one more than 
Your, etc. 


LET TE R XXIV. 
FROM MR. GAY TO MR. POPE. 


| | Oct. 7, 1732. 
AM at laft return'd from my Somerſetſhire ex- 


pedition, but ſince my return I cannot ſo much 


boaſt of my health as before I went, for I am fre- 
quently put of order with my colical complaints, 
ſo as to make me nneaſy and difpirited, tho? not to 
any violent degree. The reception we met with, 
and the little excurſions we made, were every way 
agreeable. I think the country abounds with 
beautiful proſpects. Sir William Wyndham is at 
preſent amuſing himfelf with ſome real improve. 
ments, and à great many viſionary caſtles. We 
are often entertain'd with fea views and ſea fiſh, 
and were at ſome places in the neighbourhood, 
among which, I was mightily pleaſed with Dun- 
ſter-Caftle near Minehead; It ſtands upon a great 
eminence, and hath a proſpect of that town, with 
an extenſive view of the Briſtol channel, in which 
are ſeen two ſmall iflands call'd the Steep Holms 
and the Flat Holms, and on t'other fide we could 
plainly diſtinguiſh the diviſions of fields in the 
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Welſh coaſt. All this journey I perform'd on 
horſeback, and I am very much diſappointed that 
at preſent I feel myſelf ſo little the better for it. 1 
have indeed followed riding and exerciſe for three 
months ſucceſſively, and really think I was as well 
without it; ſo. that I begin to fear the ilmeſs I have 
ſo long and ſo often complained of, is inherent in 

my conſtitution, and that I have nothing for it but 
patience *. 

As to your advice about writing Panegyric, tis 
what I have not frequently dene. I have indeed 
done it ſometimes againſt my judgment and incli- 
nations, and I heartily repent of it. And at pre- 
ſent, as I have no deſire of reward, and ſee no juſt 
reaſon of praiſe, I think I had better let it alone. 
'There are flatterers good enough to be found, and 
I would not interfere in any Gentleman's profeſſion, 
I have ſeen no verſes on theſe ſublime occafions ; 
ſo that I have no emulation: Let the patrons en- 
joy the authors, and the authors their patrons, for 
I know. myſelf unworthy. | 

I am, etc. 


* Mr. Cay died the November following at the Duke of 
Queeniberry's houſe in London, aged 46 years. P. 
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LETTER XXV. 
MR. CLELAND TO MR. GAY. 


Decemb. 16, 1731. 

AM aſtoniſhed at the complaints oecaſion'd by 

a late Epiſtle to the Earl of Burlington; and 1 
ſhould be afflicted were there the leaft juſt ground 
for them. Had the writer attack'd Vice, at a time 
when it 18 not only tolerated but triumphant, and 
fo far from being conceal'd as a Defect, that it is 
proclaim'd with oſtentation as a Merit; I ſhould 
have been apprehenſive of the conſequence : Had 


he ſatyrized gameſters of a hundred thouſand ; | 


pounds fortune, acquir'd by ſuch methods as are 
in daily practice, and almoſt univerſally encourag- 
ed: had he overwarmly defended the Religion of his 
country, againſt ſuch books as come from every preſs, 
are publickly vended in every ſhop, and greedily 
bought by almoſt every rank of men ; or had he 
called our excellent weekly writers by the ſame 
names which they openly beſtow on the greateſt 
men in the Miniſtry, and out of the Miniſtry, for 
which they are all unpuniſhed, and moſt rewarded : 
In any of theſe caſes, indeed, I might have judged 
him too preſumptuous, and perhaps have trembled 
for his raſhneſs. | 
I could not but hope better from this ſmall and 
modeſt Epiſtle, which attacks no vice whatſoever ; 
which deals only in Folly, and not Folly in gene- 


* This was written by the ſame hand that wrote the Letter 
to the Publiſher, prefixed to the Dunciad : and what hand that 
was, no one who reads this collection of Letters can be at a los 


to aſcertain. 
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ral, but a ſingle ſpecies of it ; that only branch, 
for the oppoſite excellency to which, the Noble 
Lord to whom it is written muſt neceſſarily be ce- 
lebrated. I fancied it might eſcape cenſure, eſpe- 
cially ſeeing how tenderly theſe Follies are treated, 
and really leſs accuſed than apologized for. 

Yet hence the Poor are clath'd, the Hungry fed, 

Health to himſelf, and to his Infants Bread 

The Lab rer bears. 
Is this ſuch a crime, that to impute it to a man 
muſt be a grievous offence ? Tis an innocent Folly, 
and much more beneficent than the want of it ; 
for ill taſte employs more hands, and diffuſes ex- 
pence more than a good one. Is it a moral de- 
fe&t? No, it is but a natural one, a want of taſte. 


It is what the beſt good man living may be liable 


to. The worthieſt Peer may live exemplarily in 
an ill- favour'd houſe, and the beſt reputed citizen 
be pleaſed with a vile garden. I thought, (I fay) 
the author had the common liberty to obſerve a de- 
fe, and to compliment a friend for a quality that 
diſtinguiſhes him: which I know not how any qua- 
lity ſhould do, if we were not. to remark that it 
was wanting in others. 

But, they ſay, the ſatire is perſonal. I thought 
it could not be ſo, becauſe all its reflections are on 
things. His reflections are not on the man, but 
his houſe, garden, etc. Nay, he reſpects (as one 
may ſay) the perſons of the Gladiator, the Nile, 
and the Triton : he is only forry to ſee them (as 
he might be to ſee any of his friends) ridiculous 
by being in the wrong place, and in bad company. 
Some fancy, that to fay, a thing is perſonal, is the 
lame as to ſay it is unjuſt, not conſidering, that 
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nothing can be juſt that is not perſonal. I am 1 


afraid that all ſuch writings and diſcourſes as 
<« touch no man, will mend no man.” The good- 
natured, indeed, are apt to be alarmed at any thing 
like ſatire; and the guilty readily concur with 
the weak for a plain reaſon, becauſe the vicious 
look upon folly as their frontier : 


Jam n ardet 
Ucalegon. 


No wonder thoſe who know ridicule belongs to 
them, find an inward conſolation in moving it from 
themſelves as far as they can; and it is never fo 
far, as when they can get it fixed on the beſt cha- 
racters. No wonder thoſe who are Food for Sati- 
riſts ſhould rail at them as creatures of prey ; 


every beaſt born for uſe would be ready to call. a | 


man ſo. 


I know no remedy, unleſs people in our age 
would as little frequent the theatres, as they begin 


to do the churches ; unleſs comedy were forſaken, 
ſatire filent, and every man left to do what ſeems 
good in his own eyes, as if there were no King, no 
Prieſt, no Poet, in Iſrael. 

But I find myſelf obliged to touch a point, on 
which I muſt be more ſerious; it well deſerves | 
ſhould :. I mean the malicious application of the 
character of Timon, which, I will boldly ſay, they 
would impute to the. perſon the moſt different in 
the world from a Man-hater, to the perſon whoſe 
taſte and encouragement of wit have often been 
ſhewn in the righteſt place. The author of that 
epiſtle muſt certainly think ſo, if he has the ſame 
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opinion of his own merit as authors generally have; 


| for he has been diſtinguiſhed by this very perſon. 


Why, in God's name, muſt a Portrait, apparent- 
ly collected from twenty different men, be applyed 
to one only ? Has it his eye? no, it 1s very un- 
like. Has it his noſe or mouth? no, they are to- 
tally differing. What then, I beſeech you? Why, 
it has the mole on his chin. Very well ; but muſt 
the picture therefore be his, and has no other man 
= that blemrth ? 

| Could there be a more melancholy inſtance how 
much the taſte of the public is vitiated, and turns 
the moſt ſalutary and ſeaſonable phyſic into poiſon, 
than if amidſt the blaze of a thouſand bright qua- 
lities in a great man, they ſhould only remark 
there is a ſhadow about him; as what eminence is 
without? I am confident the author was incapable 
of imputing any ſuch to one, whoſe whole life (to 
uſe his own expreſſion in print of him) is a continued 
ſeries of good and generous actions. 

I know no man who would be more concerned, 
if he gave the leaſt pain or offence to any innocent 
perſon ; and none who would be leſs concerned, if 
the ſatire were challenged by any one at whom he 
would really aim at. If ever that happens, I dare 
engage he will own it, with all the freedom of one 


whoſe cenſures are juſt, and who ſets his name to 
them. 
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LETTER XXVI. 
TO THE EARL OF BURLINGTON. 


My LORD, March 7, 1731. 
TEE clamour rais'd about my Epiſtle to you 
could not give me ſo much pain, as I re- 
ceived pleaſure in ſeeing the general zeal of the 
world in the cauſe of a Great man who is benefi- 
cent, and the particular warmth of your Lordſhip 
in that of a private man who is innocent. 

It was not the Poem that deſerv'd this from you ; 
for as | had the honour to be your friend, I could 
not treat you quite like a Poet : but fure the writer 
deſerv'd more candour, even from thoſe who knew 
him not, than to promote a report, which in re- 
gard to that noble perſon, was impertinent ; in 
regard to me, villainous. Yet I had no great cauſe 
to wonder, that a character belonging to twenty 
ſhould be applied to one; ſince, by that means, 
nineteen would eſcape the ridicule, 

I was too well content with my knowledge of 
that noble perſon's opinion in this affair, to trouble 
the public about it. But fince Malice and Miſ- 
take are ſo long a dying, I have taken the oppor- 
tunity of a third edition to declare his belief, not 
only of my innocence, but of t. eir malignity ; of 
the former of which my own heart is as conſcious, 
as, I fear, ſome of theirs muſt be of the latter. His 
humanity feels a concern for the Injury done to me, 
while his greatneſs of mind can bear with indiffer- 
ence the inſult offered to himſelf “. 


* Alludes to the letter the Duke of Ch“ wrote to Mr. Pope 
on this occaſion. 1 
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However, my Lord, I own, that critiques of this 
fort can intimidate me, nay half incline me to 
write no more: That would be making the town 
a compliment which I think it deſerves ; and which 
ſome, I -am ſure, would take very kindly. This 
way of Satire is dangerous, as long as ſlander rais'd 


| by fools of the loweſt rank, can find any counte- 


nance from thoſe of a higher. Even from the con- 
duct ſhewn on this occafion, I have learnt there 
are ſome who would rather be wicked than ridicu- 
lous ; and therefore it may be ſafer to attack Vices 
than Follies. I wall therefore leave my betters in 
the quiet poſſeſſion of their Idols, their Groves, 
and their High- places; and change my ſubje& 
from their pride to their meanneſs, from their va- 
nities to their miſeries; and, as the only certain 
way to avoid miſconſtructions, to leſſen offence, 
and not to multiply ill natured applications, I may 
probably, in my next, make uſe of real names in- 
ſtead of fictitious ones. I am, 
My Lord, | 
Your moſt Aſſectionate, etc. 


LETTER XXVIT®. 


. 


Cirenceſter. 

T is a true ſaying, that misfortunes alone prove 
one's friendſhips ; they ſhow us not only that 

of other people for us, but our own for them. We 
hardly know ourſelves any otherwiſe. I feel my 
being forced to this Bath journey as a misfortune ; 


* To Mrs. B. 
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and to follow my own welfare preferably to thoſe F 
love, is indeed a new thing to me: my health has 
not uſually got the better of my tenderneſſes and 
affections. I ſet out with a heavy heart, wiſhing I 
had done this thing the laſt ſeaſon: for every day 
I defer it, the more I am in danger of that accident 
which I dread the moſt, my Mother's death (eſpe- 
cially ſhould it” happen while I am away.) And 


another Reflection pains me, that I have never, 
ſince I knew you, been ſo long ſeparated from you, 


as I now muſt be. Methinks we live to be more 


and more ſtrangers, and every year teaches' you to 


live without me: This abſence may, I fear, make 


my return leſs welcome and leſs wanted to you, 


than once it ſeem'd,. even after. but a' fortnight. 
Time ought not in reaſon: to diminiſh friendſhip, 
when it confirms the truth of it by experience. 
The journey has a good deal diſordered me, not- 
withftanding my reſting place at Lord Bathurſt's. My 
Lord is too much for. me, he walks, and is in ſpi- 
rits all day long; I rejoice to fee him ſo,. It is a 
right diſtinction, that I am happier in ſeeing my 
friends ſo many degrees above me, be it in fortune,, 
health, or pleaſures, than I can be in ſharing either 
with them: for in theſe ſort of. enjoyments I cannot. 
keep pace with them, any more than I can walk 
with a ſtronger man.. I wonder to find I am a 
companion for none but old men,. and forget that 
I am not a young fellow myſelf, The worſt is, 
that reading and writing, which I have fill the 
greateſt reliſh for, are growing painful to my eyes. 
But if I can preſerve the good opinion of one ar 
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two friends, to ſuch a degree, as to have their in- 
dulgence to my weakneſſes, I will not complain of 
life: And if I could live to ſee you conſult your 
eaſe and quiet, by becoming independent on thoſe 
who will never help you to either, I doubt not of 
finding the latter part of my life pleaſanter than 
the former, or preſent. My uneaſineſſes of body I 
can bear; my chief uneaſineſs of mind is in your 
regard, You have a temper that would make you 
eaſy and beloved (which is all the happineſs one 
needs to wiſh in this world) and content with mo- 
derate things. All your point is not to loſe that 
temper by ſacrificing yourſelf to others, out of a 
miſtaken tenderneſs, which hurts you, and profits 
not them. And this you muſt do ſoon, or it will 
be too late : Habit will make it as hard for you 


to live independent, as for L— to hve out of a 


Court. 

You mult excuſe me for obſerving what I think 
any defect in you: You grow too indolent, and 
give things up too eaſily : which would be other- 
wiſe, when you found and felt yourſelf your own : 
Spirits would come in, as ill uſage went out. 
While you live under a kind of perpetual dejection 
and oppreſſion, nothing at all belongs to you, not 
your own Hamour, nor your own Senſe. 

You can't conceive how much you would find 
reſolution riſe, and chearfulneſs grow upon you, 
if you'd once try to live independent for two 
or three months. I never think tenderly of you 
but this comes acroſs me, and therefore excuſe 
my repeating it, for whenever I do not, I diſſemble 
half that I think of you : Adieu, pray write, and be 
particular about your health, 
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LETTER XXIII “. 


OUR letter dated at nine a clock on Tueſday 
(night, I ſuppoſe) has ſunk me quite. Yeſ- 
terday I hoped ; and yeſterday I ſent you a line or 
two for our poor friend Gay, inclos'd in a few 
words to you ; about twelve or one a clock you 
ſhould have had it. I am troubled about that, 
tho? the preſent cauſe of our trouble be ſo much 
greater f. Indeed I want a friend, to help me to 
bear it better. We want each other, I bear a 
hearty ſhare with Mrs. Howard, who has loſt a man 
of a moſt honeſt heart; ſo honeſt an one, that I 
wiſh her Maſter had none leſs honeſt about him. 
The world after all is a little pitiful thing ; not per- 
forming any one promiſe it makes us, for the future, 
and every day taking away and annulling the joys 
of the paſt. Let us comfort one another, and, if 
poſſible, ſtudy to add as much more friendſhip to 
each other, as death has deprived us of in him: I 
promiſe you more and more of mine, which will 
be the way to deſerve more and more of yours. 

I purpoſely avoid ſaying more. The ſubje& is 
beyond writing upon, beyond cure or eaſe by rea- 
ſon or reflection, beyond all but one thought, that 
it is the will of God. 

So will the death of my mother be! which now 
I tremble at, now reſign to, now bring cloſe to me, 
now ſet farther off: Every day alters, turns me 
about, and confuſes my whole frame of mind. 


To the ſame. 


Þ Mr. Gay's death, which happen'd in Nov. 17 32, at the 
Duke of Queenſberry's houſe in London, aged 46. P. 
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Her dangerous diſtemper is again return'd, her fe- 
ver coming onward again, tho” leſs in pain; for 
which laſt however I thank God. 

I am unfeignedly tired of the world, and receive 
nothing to be called a Pleaſures in it, equivalent 
to countervail either the death of one I have ſo long 
lived with, or of one I have ſo long lived for. I 
have nothing left but to turn my thoughts to one 
comfort; the laſt we uſually think of, tho” the only 
one we ſhould in wiſdom depend upon, in ſuch a 
diſappointing place as this. I fit in her room, and 
ſhe is always preſent before me, but when I ſleep. 


l wonder I am fo well: I have ſhed many tears, 


22 


but now I weep at nothing. I would above all 


| things ſee you, and think it would comfort you 


to ſee me ſo equal-temper'd and ſo quiet. But 
pray dine here : you may, and ſhe know nothing 
of it, for ſhe dozes much, and we tell her of no 


_aarthly thing, left it run in her mind, which often 


trifles have done. If Mr. Bethel had time, I wiſh 


he were your companion hither. Be as much as 


you can with each other-: Be aſſured I love you 


both, and be farther aſſur'd, that friendſhip will 


increaſe as I live on. 


— — 


LET TAN 
TO HUGH BETHEL, ESQ. 


July 12, 1723. 

I ASSURE you unfeignedly any memorial of 
your good-nature and friendlineſs is moſt wel- 
come to me, who knew thoſe tenders of affection 


from you are not like the common traffick of com- 
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pliments and profeſſions, which moſt people only 
give that they may receive; and is at beſt a com- 
merce of Vanity, if not of Falſehood. I am happy 
in not immediately wanting the ſort of good offices 
you offer: but if I did want them, I ſhould not 
think myſelf unhappy in receiving them at your 
hands : this really is ſome compliment, for I would 
rather moſt men did me a ſmall injury, than a 
kindneſs. I know your humanity, and, allow me 
to ſay, I love and value you for it: *Tis a much 
better ground of love and value, than all the qua- 
lities I ſee the world ſo fond of: They generally 
admire in the wrong place, and generally moſt 
admire the things they. don't comprehend, or the 
things they can never be the better for. Very few 
can receive pleaſure or advantage from wit which 
they ſeldom taſte, or learning which they ſeldom 
underſtand, much leſs from the quality, high birth, 


or ſhining circumſtances of thoſe to whom they 


profeſs eſteem, and who will always remember how 
much they are their inferiors. But humanity and 
ſociable virtues are what every creature wants 


every day, and ſtill wants more the longer he lives, 


and moſt the very moment he dies. It is ill tra- 
velling either in a ditch or on a terras ; we ſhould 
walk in the common way, where others are conti- 
nually paſſing on the ſame level, to make the jour- 
ney of life ſupportable by bearing one another 
company in the ſame circumſtances. Let me know 
how I may convey over the Odyſſes for your amuſe- 
ment in your journey, that you may compare your 
own travels with thoſe of Ulyſſes : I am ſure yours 
are undertaken upon a more diſintereſted, and 
therefore a more heroic motive. Far be the omen 
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from you, of returning as he did, alone, without 
ſaving a friend. + | 
There is lately printed a book“ wherein all hu- 
man virtue is reduced to one teſt, that of Truth, and 
branch'd out in every inſtance of our duty to God 
and man. If you have not ſeen it, you muſt, and 
I will ſend it together with the Odyſſey. The 
very women read it, and pretend to be charm'd 
W with that beauty which they generally think the 
leaſt of. They make as much ado about truth, 
W fince this book appear'd, as they did about-health 
W when Dr. Cheyne's came out ; and will doubtleſs 


be as conſtant in the purſuit of one, as of the other. 
adieu. | 


LETTER xxx. 
TO THE SAME. 
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| Aug. 9, 1726. 
NEVER am unmindful of thoſe I think fo well 
of as yourſelf ; their number is not ſo great as 
to confound one's memory. Nor ought you to de- 
line writing to me, upon an imagination, that I am 
uch employ'd by other people. For tho? my houſe 
like the houſe of a Patriarch of old, ſtanding by 
che highway fide and receiving all travellers, never- 
theleſs I ſeldom go to bed without the reflection, 
hat one's chief buſineſs is to be really at home: and 
agree with you in your opinion of company, a- 
nuſements, and all the filly things Which man- 


* N 
Y 
| 


* Mr. Wollaſton's excellent book of the. Religion of Nature 


I elineated, The Queen was fond of it, and that made the reads 
a g of it, and the talking of it faſhionsble. ; | 


YL. VI. - D 
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kind would fain make pleaſures of, when in truth 
they are labour and ſorrow. a 
I condole with you on the death of · your Rela- 
tion, the E. of C. as on the fate of a mortal man: 
Efteem I never had for him, but concern and hu- 
manity I had : the latter was due to the infirmity 
of his laſt period, tho' the former was not due ta 
the triumphant and vain part of his courſe. He 
certainly knew himſelf beſt at laſt, and knew beſt 
the little value of others, whoſe negle& of him, 
whom they ſo groſly follow'd and flatter'd in the 
former ſcene of his life, ſhew'd them as worthleſs 
as they could imagine him to be, were he all that 
his worſt enemies believed of him: For my own 
part, I am ſorry for his death, and wiſh he had 
lived long enough to ſee ſo much of the faithlefſneſs |} 
of the world, as to have been above the mad ambi- 
tion of governing ſuch wretches as he muſt have i 
forind it to be compoſed of. 3 
Tho? you could have no great value for this i 
Great man, yet acquaintance itſelf, the cuſtom of i 
ſeeing the face, or entering under the roof, of one 
that walks along with us in the common way of 
the world, is enough to create a wiſh at leaſt for his 
being above ground, and a degree of uneaſineſs at 
his removal. Tis the loſs of an object familiar to 
us: I ſhould hardly care to have an old poſt pull'd 
up, that I remember'd ever ſince I was à child. 
And add to this the reflection (in the caſe of ſuch 
as were not the beſt of their Species) what their 
condition in another life may be, it is yet a more 
important motive for our concern and compaſſion. 
To ſay the truth, either in the caſe of death or life, Þ 
atmoft every body and every thing is a cauſe or ob- 
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je& for humanity, even proſperity itſelf, and health 
itſelf ; ſo many weak pitiful incidentals attend on 
them. 

I am ſorry any relation of yours is ill, whoever 
it be, for you don't name the perſon. But I con- 
clude it is one of thoſe to whoſe houſes, you: tell 
me, you are going, for I know no invitation with: 
you is ſo ſtrong as when any one 1s in diſtreſs, or 
in want of your aſiſtance : The ſtrongeſt proof in 
the world of this, was your attendance on the late 
Earl. I have been very melancholy for the loſs of 
Mr. Blount. - Whoever has any portion of good 
nature will ſuffer on theſe occafions : but a good 
mind rewards its own ſufferings. I hope to trouble 
you as little as poſſible, if it be my fate to go be- 
fore you. I am of old Ennius's mind, Nemo me de- 
coret lachrymis—l am but a Lodger here: this is not 
an abiding city, I am only to ſtay out my leaſe: 
for what has Perpetuity and mortal man to do with/ 
| each other? But 1 could be glad you could take up 
with an Inn at Twitenham, as long as I am hoſt 
of it: if not, I would take up freely with any Inn 
of yours. — Adieu, dear Sir: Let us while away 
this life: and (if we can) meet in another. | 
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LETTER XXXI, 
TO THE SAME. 


June 24, 1727. 
OU are too humane and conſiderate (things 
- 1 few people can be charged with.) Do noe 
. | fay you will not expect letters from me; upon my 
bord I can no more forbear writing ſometimes to 
D 2 
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you, than thinking of you. I know the world too 
well, not to value you who are an example of act- 
ing, living, and thinking, above it, and contrary 
to it, 

I thank God for my mother's unexpected re- 
covery, tho* my hope can riſe no higher than from 
reprieve to reprieve, the ſmall addition of a few 
days to the many ſhe has already ſeen. Yet ſo ſhort 
and tranſitory as this light is, it is all I have to 
warm or ſhine upon me ; and when it 1s out, there 
is nothing elſe that will live for me, or conſume 
itſelf in my ;ervice. But I would have you think 
this is not the chief motive of my concern about 
her: Gratitude is a cheap virtue, one may pay it 
very punctually, for it coſts us nothing, but our 
memory of the good done. And 1 owe her more 
good, than ever I can pay, or ſhe at this age re- 
ceive, if I could. I do not think the tranquillity 
of the mind ought to be diſturbed for many things 
in this world.: but thoſe offices that are neceſſary 
duties either to our friends or ourſelves, will hard- 
ly prove any breach of it ; and as much as they take 
away from our indolence and eaſe of body, will contri- 
bute to our peace and quiet of mind by the content 
they give. They often afford the higheſt pleaſure; 
and thoſe who do not feel that, will hardly ever 
find another to match it, let them love themſelves 
ever ſo dearly. At the ſame time it muſt be own'd, 

one meets with cruel diſappointments in ſeeing fo 
often the beſt endeavours ineffectual to make others 
happy, and very often (what is moſt cruel of all) 
through their own means. But till, I affirm, 


* See Letter xxv11, from Cirenceſter, 
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thoſe very diſappointments of a virtuous man are 
greater pleaſures, than the utmoſt gratifications and 
ſucceſſes of a mere ſelf- lover. 30 
The great and ſudden event which has juſt n 

happened *, puts the whole world (I mean this 
whole world) into a new ſtate: The only uſe TI 
have, ſhall, or wiſh to make of it, is to obſerve 
the diſparity of men from themſelves in a week's 
time : the deſultory leaping and catching of new 
motions, new modes, new meaſures: and that 
ſtrange ſpirit and life, with which men.broken and 
diſappointed reſume their hopes, their ſolicita- 
tions, their ambitions! It would be worth your 
while, as a Philoſopher, to be buſy in theſe obſerva- 
tions, and to come hither to ſee the fury and buſtle 
of the Bees this hot ſeaſon, without coming ſo near 
as to be ſtung by them. 


Your, etc. 


I” _ — 


LETTER XXXIlL 
TO THE SAME. 


— — 


June 17, 1728. 

AY TER the publiſhing my Boyiſh Letters to 
Mr. Cromwell, you will not wonder if I 
ſhould forſwear writing a letter again while. I live; 
fince ] do not correſpond with a friend upon the 
terms of any other free ſubje&t of thi kingdom. 
But to you J can never be ſilent, or reſerved ; and, 
am ſure, my opinion of your heart is, ſuch, that 
I could open mine to you in no manner which 1 


The death of K. C i ; 
11th of june, * 4 eorge the Firſt, which happened * 
D 3 
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could fear the whole world ſhould know, I could 
Publiſh my own heart too, I will venture to ſay, 
for any miſchief or malice there is in it: but a little 
doo much folly or weakneſs might (I fear) appear, 
to make ſuch a ſpectacle either inſtructive or agree- 
able to others. 

I am reduced to beg of all my acquaintance to 
ſecure me from the like uſage for the future, by re- 
turning me any letters of mine which they may 
Rave preſerved ; that I may not be hurt, after my 
death, by that which was the happineſs of my life, 
their partiality and afeQtion to me. . | 

I have nothing of myſelf to tell you, only that I 
have had but indifferent health. I have not made 


a viſit to London: Curioſity and the love of Dif- 4 
pation die apace in me. I am not glad nor ſorry 


for it, but I am very ſorry for thoſe who have no- 
thing elſe to live on. 

I have read much, but writ no more. I have 
ſmall hopes of doing good, no vanity in writing, 
and little ambition to pleaſe a world not very can- i 
did or deſerving. If I can preſerve the good opi- 
nion of a few friends, it is all I can expect, conſi- 
dering how little good I can do even to them to 


merit it. Few people have your candour, or are 


ſo willing to think well of another from whom 


they receive no benefit, and gratify no vanity. But 3 1 


of all the ſoft ſenſations, the greateſt pleaſure is to 


give and receive mutual Truſt, It is by Belief I 0 


and firm Hope, that men are made happy in this 
life, as well as in the other. My confidence in 
your good opinion, and dependance upon that of ll 
one or two more, is the chief cordial drop I taſte, Wl 
amidf the Inſipid, the Difagreeable, the Cloying, Wl 
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er the Dead-ſweet, which are the common draughts 
of life. Some pleaſures are too pert, as well as 
others too flat, to be reliſh'd long ; and vivacity in 
ſome caſes is worſe than dulneſs. 

Therefore indeed for many years I have not 
choſen my companions for any of the qualities in 
- faſhion, but almoſt entirely for that which is the 
moſt out-of-faſhion, fincerity. Before I am aware 
of it, | am making your panegyric, and perhaps 
my own too, for next to poſſeſſing the beſt quali- 
ties is the eſteeming and diſtinguiſhing thoſe who 
poſſeſs them. I truly love and value you, and fo 
I ſtop ſhort, 


> 


LETTER XXXIlIL | 
TO THE EARL OF PETERBOROW. 


My LORD, Aug. 24, 1728. 

PRESUME you may before this time be re- 

turned, from the contemplation of many Beau- 
ties, animal and vegetable, in Gardens; and poſſi- 
bly ſome rational, in Ladies ; to the better enjoy- 
ment of your own at Bevis-mount. I hope, and 
believe, all you have ſeen will only contribute to 
it, I am not ſo fond of making compliments to 
Ladies as I was twenty years ago, or 1 would ſay 
there are ſome very reaſonable, and one in pe- 
cular there. I think you happy, my lord, in being 
at leaſt half the year almoſt as much your own 
maſter as | am mine the whole year : and with all 
the diſadvantageous incumbrances of quality, parts, 
and honour, as mere a gardener, loiterer, and la- 
bourer, as he who never had Titles, or from whom 
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they are taken. I have an eye in the laſt of theſe 
glorious appellations to the ſtyle of a Lord degraded 
or attainted : methinks they give him a better title 
than they deprive him of, in calling him Labourer : 
Agricultura, ſays Tully, proxima Safientiz, which 
is more than can be ſaid, by moſt modern Nobi- 
lity, of Grace or Right Honourable, which are 
often proxima Stultitiæ. The Great Turk, you 
know, is often a Gardener, or of a meaner trade: 
and are there not (my Lord) ſome circumſtances 
in which you would reſemble the Great Turk ? 
The two Paradiſes are not ill connected, of Gardens 
and Gallantry ; and fome there are (not to name 
my Lord B.) who pretend they are both to be had, 
even in this life, without turning Muſſelmen. 


We have as little politics here within a few miles 


of the Court (nay perhaps at the Court) as you at 
Southampton; and our Miniſters, I dare ſay, have 
leſs to do. Our weekly hiſtories are only full of 
the feaſts given to the Queen and Royal Family by 
their ſervants, and the long and laborious walks 
her Majeſty takes every. morning. Yet if the 
graver Hiſtorians hereafter ſhall be filent of this 
year's events, the amorous and anecdotical may 
make poſterity ſome amends, by being furniſhed 
with the gallantries of the Great at home ; and 
tis ſome comfort, that if the Men of the next age 
do not read of us, the Women may. 

From the time you have been abſent, I've not 
been to wait on a certain great man, through mo- 
deſty, through idleneſs, and through reſpect. But 
for my comfort I fancy, that any great man will as 
ſoon forget one that does him no harm, as he can 
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one that has done him any good. Believe me, my 
Lord, yours. 


LETTER XXXIV. 
FROM THEEARL OF PETERBOROW. 


' MUST confeſs, that in going to Lord Cobham's 
' I was not led by curioſity. I went thither to ſee 

1 what I had ſeen, and what I was ſure to hike, 
3 I had the Idea of thoſe Gardens ſo fix'd in my 
| imagination by many deſcriptions, that nothing 
9 ſurprized me; Immenſity and Van Brugh appear 

in the whole, and in every part. Your joining in 
your letter animal and vegetable beauty, makes 
me uſe this expreſſion : - I confeſs the ſtately Sacha- 
riſſa at Stow, but am content with my little Amo- 
ret. 

thought you ed more e upon the 
ſubject, and wonder at your miſtake ; why will 
you imagine women inſenſible to Praiſe, much leſs 
to yours? I have ſeen them more than once turn 
from their Lover to their Flatterer. I am ſure the 
Farmereſs at Bevis in her higheſt mortiſications, in 
the middle of her Lent “, would feel emotions of 
vanity, if ſhe knew you gave her the character of 
a a reaſonable woman. 
You have been guilty again of another miſtake, 
which hinder'd me ſhewing your letter to a friend; 
when you join two ladies in the ſame complimens, 
tho? you gave to both the beauty of Venus and the 
wit of Minerva, you would pleaſe neither. 


*. The Counteſs of Peterborow, a Roman-catholic. 
Ds 
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If you had put me into the Dunciad, I could not 
have been more diſpoſed to criticiſe your letter. 
What, Sir, do you bring it in as a reproach, or as 
a thing uncommon, to a Court, to be without 
/ Politics ? With politics indeed the Richlieu's and 
ſuch folks have brought about great things in for- 
mer days ; ; but what are they, fir, who, without po- 
hcy, in our times, can make ten 'Treatics in a 
year, and ſecure everlaſting peace? 
can no longer diſagree with you, tho' in jeſt. 

O how heartily 1 join with you in your contempt 
For {Excellency and Grace, and in your eſteem of 
that moſt noble title, Loiterer. If 1 were a man 
of many plums, and a good heathen, I would de- 
dicate a Temple to Lazineſs : No man ſure could 
blame my choice to ſuch a Deity, who conſiders, 
that, when I have been fool enough to take pains, 


I always met with ſome wiſe man able to undo my 


W. 
Fenn n 


— — * * 


LETTER XXXV. 


70 were in a very polemic humor when you 
| did me the honour to anſwer myulaſt. I al- 
ways underſtood, like a true controvertiſt, that to 
anſwer is only to cavil and quarrel : however, I 
forgive you, you did it (as all Polemics do) to ſhew 
your parts. Elſe was it not very vexatious, to deny 
me to commend two women at a time? It 1s true, 
my lord, you know women as well as men: but 
ſince you certainly love them better, why are you 
ſo uncharitable in your opinion of them ? Surely 
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one Lady may allow another to have the thing ſhe 
herſelf leaſt values, Reaſon, when Beauty is uncon- 
teſted. Venus herſelf could allow Minerva to be 
the Goddeſs of Wit, when Paris gave her the 
apple (as the fool herſelf thought) on a berter ac- 
count. I do fay that Lady P* is a reaſonable wo- 
man ; and I think, ſhe will not take it amiſs, if I 
ſhould inſiſt upon eſteeming her, inſtead of Toaſt- 
ing her, like a filly thing I could name; who is the 
Venus of theſe days. I ſee you had forgot my 


letter, or would not let her know how much I 


thonght of her in this reaſonable way : bat I have 
been kinder to you, and have ſewn your letter to 
one who will take it candidly. 

But for God's ſake, what have you ſaid about 
Politicians? you made me a great compliment in 
the truſt you repoſed in my prudente, or what mif- 
chief might I not have done you with ſome that 
affect that denomination * Your Lordſhip might 4s 
ſafely have ſpoken of Heroes. What a bluſter 
would the God of the ' winds have made, had one 
that we know have puff*d againſt Zolus, or (like 


Xerxes) whipp'd the ſeas ? They had r * 
in the language of the rehearfal, | 


PII gi ue um flaſh for flaſh— 
1 grve Him aſh for daſh— 


But all now is'fafe 3 the poets are preparing ſongs 
of joy, and Halcyon days are the word. 


I hope, my Lord, it will not, be long before your 
dutiful affection brings you to town. | fear it wifl 
a little raiſe your envy to find all the Muſes em- 
ployed in celebrating a Royal work “, which your 


* The Hermitage. 
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own partiality will think inferior to Bevis Mount. 
But if you have any-inclination to be even with 
them, you need but put three or four Wits into 
any hole in your Garden, and they will out-rhime 
all Eaton and Weſtminſter, I think, Swift, Gay, 
and I could undertake it, if you don't think our 
Heads too expenſive : but the ſame hand that did 
the others, will do them as cheap. If all elſe 
ſhould fail, you are ſure at leaſt of the head, hand, 
and heart of your ſervant. 

Why ſhould you fear any diſagreeable news to 
reach us at. Mount Bevis? Do as I do even within 
ten miles of London, let no news whatever come 
near you. As to public affairs we never knew a 
deader ſeaſon: tis all filent, deep tranquillity. 


Indeed, they ſay, tis ſometimes fo juſt before an 


Earthquake. But Whatever happens, cannot we 
obſerve the wiſe neutrality of the Dutch, and let 
all about us fall by the ears? or if you, my Lord, 
ſhould be prick'd on by any old-faſhion'd notions 
of Honour and Romance, and think it neceſſary 
for the General of the Marines to be in action, 
when our Fleets are in motion; meet them at Spit- 
head, and take me along with vou. I decline no 
danger where the glory of Great Britain is con- 

cern'd ; and will contribute to empty the largeſt 
bowl of: punch that ſhall be rigg'd out on ſuch an 
occaſion. Adieu, my Lord, and may as many 
Years attend vou, as = be happy and honour- 
able. | | | 
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LETTER XXXVI. 
FROM THE EARL OF PETERBOROW.. 


Ou mult receive my letters with a juſt impar- 
tiality, 'and give grains of allowance for a 
gloomy or rainy day; | fink grievouſly with the 
weather-glaſs, and am quite ſpiritleſs when op- 
preſs'd with the thoughts of a Birth-day, or a Re- 
turn. 

Dutiful affeQion was bringing me to town, but 
undutiful lazineſs, and being much out of order, 
keep me in the country: however, if alive, I muſt 
make my appearange at the Birth-day. Where 
you ſhewed one letter, you may ſhew the other; 
ſhe that never was wanting in any good office- in 
her power, will make a proper excuſe, where a fin 
of Omiſſion, I fear, is not reckoned as a venial fin. 

I conſent you ſhall call me polemic, or aſſociate 
me to any ſect or Corporation, provided you do not 
join me to the Charitable Rogues or to the Pacific 
Politicians of the preſent age. I have read oyer 
* Barkley in vain, and find, after a ſtroke given to 
the left, I cannot offer the right cheek for another. 


blow: all. I can bring myſelf to, is to bear mortifi- 
cation of the. fair ſex with patience. . 


You ſeem to think it vexatious that I hall allow 
you but one. woman at a time, either to praiſe or 
love. If I diſpute with you upon this point, I. 
doubt every jury will give a. verdi&. againſt me. 
So, Sir, with a Mahometan indulgence, I allow 


you pluralities, the favourite privilege of our 
church. 


* Barkley's Apology for the Quakers. P. 
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I find you do not mend upon correction; again I 
tell you, you muſt not think of women in a reaſon- 
able way : you know we always make Goddeſſes of 
thoſe we adore upon earth ; and do not all the good 

men tell us, we muſt lay aſide Reaſon 1 in what re- 
lates to the Deity ? 

"Tis well the Poets are preparing fongs of joy : 
tis well to lay in antidotes of ſoft rhyme, againſt 
the rough proſe they may chance to meet with at 
Weſtminſter. I ſhould have been glad of any thing 
'of Swift's : Pray, when you write to him next, tell 
him 1 expect him with impatience, in a place ds 
odd and as much out of the way, as himſelf.  * 

5 Yours. 
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LETTER. XXXVIL. 


FROM THE SAME. 


HENEVER you apply as a good Papiſt to 

your female Mediatrix, you are ſure of ſuc- 
ceſs ; but there is not full aſſurance of your entire 
ſabmiflion to mother church, and that abates a little 
of your authority. However, if you will accept of 
country letters, ſhe will correfpond from the hay- 
cock, and I will write to you upon the fide of my 
wheelbarrow : ſurety ſuch letters might eſcape ex- 
amination. 

Vour Idea of the Golden Age is, that every ſhep- 
herd might pipe where he Pair As 1 have Hiv- 
ed longer, I am more moderate in my wiſhes, and 
would be content with the liberty of not Piping 
where I am not pleaſed.” 
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oO how I wiſh, to myſelf and my friends, a free- 
dom which Fate ſeldom allows, and which we often 
refuſe ourſelves! why is our Shepherdeſs ® in volun- 
tary ſlavery? why muſt our Dean ſubmit to the 
Colour of his coat, and live abſent from us? and 
why are you confined to what you cannot relieve ? 
I ſeldom venture to give accounts of my journeys 
beforehand, becauſe 1 take reſolutions of going to- 
London, and keep them no better than quarrelling 
lovers do theirs, But the devil will drive me thither 
about the middle of next month, and I will call 
upon you, to be ſprinkled with holy water before 1 
enter the place of er | 
Your, etc. 


—_—— 


LETTER XXXVIIL 
FROM THE SAME. 


01 ! 49 
AM ander the oreateſt . to ſee Dr. 
Swift at Bevis-Mount, and muſt ſignify my mind 
to him by another hand, it not being permitted 
me to hold correſpondence with the ſaid Dean, for 
no letter of mint can come to his hands. h 
And whereas it is apparent, in this proteſtant 
land, moſt eſpecially under the care of divine pro- 
vidence, that nothing can ſueceed or come to a 
happy iſſue but by Bribery; therefore let me know 
what he expects to comply with my deſires, and it 
thall be remitted unto him. 
For thopgh I would not corrupt any man fol the 
ways weld, yet a benevolence may be given with- 


*- Mrs, H, 
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out any offence to conſcience; every one muſt con- 


feſs, that gratification and corruption are two diſ- 
tin terms; nay at worſt many good men hold, 
that for a good end, ſome very naughty meaſures 
may be made uſe of. 


But, Sir, I muſt give you ſome good news in re- . 
lation to myſelf, becauſe, I know, you wiſh me 


well; I am cur'd of ſome diſeaſes in my old age, 
whach tormented me very much in my youth. 

] was poſſeſſed with violent and uneaſy paſſions, 
ſuch as a peeviſh concern for Truth“, and a-ſaucy 
love for my Country. 

When a Chriſtian Prieſt preached againſt the 
Spirit of the Goſpel, when an Engliſh Judge de- 
termined againſt Magna Charta, when the Miniſter 

ated againſt Common ſenſe, I uſed to fret. 


Now, Sir, let what wilt happen, I'keep myſelf 1 


in temper: As. I have. no. flattering hopes, ſo I 
baniſh all uſeleſs fears; but as to the things of this 
world, I find myſelf in condition beyond expecta- 


inquiry, that I have as much ready money, as much 
in the funds, and as great a 2 eſtate, as Sir 
Robert $-tt-n. 

If the Tranſlator of Homer find fault with this 
unheroic diſpoſition, or (what I more fear) if the 
Draper of Ireland accuſe the Engliſhman-of want 
of ſpirit: I filence you both with one line out of 
your own Horace. Quid te exempta juvat ſpinis e 
pluribus una? For I take the whole to be fo cor- 
rupted, that a cure in any part would be of little 


_ avall.. | | | Your, etc. 


* As may be ſeen from his tranſacti ons with Feauich] in n the. 


year 1696-7. 


* 


tion; it being evident from a late Parliamentary "1 


w Lo _ mos 
_ PE Jo _—_— 


* b * 
229. 9 1 1 9 * =_ 
__ — * i 8 ne 
Us 4. wh” of ; a 1 
* CT - * 


- EN. 3 
_— a 


S) 
"7 
* 
7" 
as. 
A 
Hl 
2” 
# 
= 
= 
> AF 
n * 1 


1 
| 1 
= , 
1 
1 
4 

4 
. 


FROM SEVERAL PERSONS. 6x 


LETTER XXXIX. 


DR. SWIFT TO THE EARL OF PETER- 
BOROW. 


My LORD, 
NEVER knew or heard of any perſon fo vola- 
tile, and ſo fixed as your Lordſhip : You, while 
your imagination is carrying you through every 
corner of the world, where you have or have not 
been, can at the ſame time remember to do offices 


of favour and kindneſs to the meaneſt of your 


friends; and in all the Scenes you have paſſed, 
have not been able to attain that one quality pecu- 
liar to a great man, of forgetting every thing but 
injuries. Of this I am a living witneſs againſt 
you; for being the moſt inſignificant of all you 
old humble ſervants, you were ſo cruel as never to 
give me time to aſk a favour, but prevented me in 
doing whatever you thought I deſired, or could be 
for my credit or advantage. 

I have often admired at the caprictouſneſs of 


Fortune in regard to your Lordſhip. She hath 


forced Courts to act againſt their oldeſt, and moſt 


| conſtant maxims ; to make you a General becauſe 


you had courage and conduct; an Ambaſſador, be- 
cauſe you had wiſdom and knowledge in the in- 
tereſts of Europe; and an Admiral on account of 
your ſkill in maritime affairs: whereas, according 
to the uſual method of Court proceedings, I ſhould 
have been at the head of the Army, and you of the 


Church, or rather a Curate, under the Dean of 
St. Patrick's. 
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The Archbiſhop of Dublin laments that he did 
not ſee your Lordſhip till he was juft upon the point 
of leaving the Bath: 1 pray God you may have 
found ſucceſs in that journey, elſe I ſhall continue 
to think there is a fatality in all your Lordſhip's 
undertakings, which only terminate in your own 
honour, and the good of the public, without the 
leaſt advantage to your health or fortune. 4 

I remember Lord Oxford's Miniſtry us'd to tell 
me, that not knowing where to write to you, they 
were forced to write at you. It is ſo with me, for 
you are in one thing, an Evangelical man, that you 
know not where to lay your head, and, I think, 
you bave no houſe. Pray, my Lord, write to me, 
that I may have the pleaſure in this ſcoundrel i 
country, of going about, and ſhewing my depend- 
ing Parſons, a letter from the Earl of Peterborow. i 
I am, etc. 


— — ——_—____ 


LETTER XI. 
2 7. 


| Sept. 13. 

BELIEVE by this time you are immers'd in 
your vaſt wood; and one may addreſs to you as 
to a very abſtracted perſon, like Alexander Selkirk, 

or the I Self-taught philoſopher. I ſhould be very 
curious to know what fort of contemplations em- 
ploy you. I remember the latter of thoſe I men- 


+ Lord Bathurſt, 


1 The title of an Arabic Treatiſe of the Life of Hai Eb 
Vocktan; written to explain and recommend the myſtic The- 
ology of the Mahometans, in all reſpect the ſame with the 
Myſticiſm of Chriftian Fanatics. 


peg 
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tion'd, gave himſelf up to a devout exerciſe of 
making his head giddy with various circumrota- 
tions, to imitate the motions of the celeſtial bodies. 
| don't think it at all impoſſible that Mr. L. may 
be far advanced in that exerciſe, by frequent turns 
towards the ſeveral aſpects of the heavens, to which 
= you may have been pleaſed to direct him in ſearch 
2Y of proſpects and new avenues. He will be tract- 
able in time, as birds are tamed by being whirl'd 
about ; and doubtleſs come not to deſpiſe the mean- 
eſt ſhrubs or coppice-wood, tho? naturally he ſeems 
more inclined to admire God, in his greater works, 
| the tall timber: for as Virgil has it, Non omnes ar- 
Liu juvant, humile/que myricae. I wiſh myſelf 
4 with you both, whether you are in peace or at war, 
in violent argumentation or ſmooth confent, over 
Gazettes in the morning, or over Plans in the even- 
ing. In that laſt article, I am of opinion, your 
Lordſhip has a loſs of me; for generally after the 
debate of the whole day, we acquieſced at night in 
the beſt concluſion of which human Reaſon ſeems 
capable in all great matters, to fall faſt aſleep! 
And ſo we ended, unleſs immediate Revelation 
(which ever muſt overcome human reaſon) ſuggeſt- 
ed ſome new lights to us, by a Viſion in bed. But 
laying aſide Theory, I am told, you are going di- 
rectly to Practice. Alas, what a Fall will that be? 
A new Building is like a new Church; when once 
it is ſet up, you muſt maintain it in all the forms, 
and with all the inconveniencies; then ceafe the 
pleaſant luminous days of inſpiration, and there is 
an end of miracles at once ! 
That this Letter may be all of a piece, PU fill the 
reſt with an account of a conſultation lately held 
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in my neighbourhood about deſigning a princely 
garden. Several Critiques were of ſeveral opini- 
ons: One declax'd he would not have too much 
Art in it; for my notion (ſaid he) of gardening is, 
that it is only ſweeping Nature“: Another told 
them that gravel walks were not of a good taſte, 
for all the fineſt abroad were of looſe ſand :. A third 
advis'd peremptorily there ſhould not be one Lyme- 
tree in the whole plantation: A fourth made the 
ſame excluſive clauſe extend to Horſe-cheſnuts, 
which he afirmed not to be Trees, but Weeds: 
Dutch Elms were condemn'd by a fifth ; and thus 
about half the Trees were proſcribed, contrary to 
the Paradiſe of God's own planting, which is ex- 
preily ſaid to be planted with a/l trees. There 
were ſome who could not bear Ever-greens, and 
call'd them Never-greens; ſome who were angry 
with them only when cut into ſhapes, and gave the 
modern Gardeners the' name of Ever-green Tay- 
lors; ſome, who had no diſlike to Cones and Cubes, 
but would have them cut in Foreſt-trees ; and ſome 
who were in a paſſion againſt any thing in ſhape, 
even againſt clipt-hedges, which they call'd green 
walls. Theſe (my Lord) are our Men of Taſte, 
who pretend to prove it by taſting little or nothing. 
Sure ſ..ch a taſte is like ſuch a ſtomach, not a good 
one, but a weak one. We have the ſame ſort of 
Critics in poetry; one is fond of nothing but He- 
roics, another cannot reliſh Tragedies, another 
bates Paſtorals, all little wits delight in Epigrams. 
Will you give me leave to add, there are the ſame 
in Divinity; where many leading Critics are for 
rooting up more than they plant, and would leave 


An Expreflion of Sir T. H. 
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the Lord's vineyard either very thinly furniſh'd or 
very oddly trimm'd. 

I have lately been with my Lord ** who is a zea- 
lous, yet a charitable Planter, and has ſo bad a 
Taſte, as to like all that is good. He has a diſ- 


poſition to wait on you in his way to the Bath, 


and, if he can go and return to London in eight 
or ten days, I am not without hope of ſeeing your 
Lordſhip with the delight I always ſee you. Every 
where I think of you, and every where I wiſh for 
you. 

am, etc. 


— 


LETTER XII. 
TO MR. C—-. 


Sept. 2, 1732. 


ASSURE you Jam glad of your letter, and 
have long wanted nothing but the permiſſion 
you now give me, to be plain and unreſerved upon 
this head, I wrote to you concerning it long 
- ſince; but a friend of yours and mine was of opi- 
nion, it was taking too much upon me, and more 
than I could- be intitled to by the mere merit of 
long acquaintance, and good wall. I have not a 
thing in my heart relating to any friend, which I 
would not, in my own nature, declare to all man- 
kind, The truth is what you gueſs; I could not 
eſteem your conduct, to an object of miſery ſo near 
you as Mrs. , and I have often hinted it to 
yourſelf: The truth is, I cannot yet eſteem it for 


any reaſon I am able to ſee. But this I promiſe, I 


acquit you as far as your own mind acquits you. 


— —— — — 9 
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I have now no further cauſe of complaint, for the 
unhappy Lady gives me now no further pain; ſhe 
is no longer an object either of yours or my com- 
paſſion; the hardſhips done her, are lodg'd in the 
hands of God, nor has any man more to do in them, 
except the perſons concern'd in occaſioning them. 
As for the interruption of our Correſpondence, 
I am ſorry you ſeem to put the Teſt of my friend- 
ſhip upon that, becauſe it is what I am diſqualifi- 
ed from toward my other acquaintance, with whom 
I cannot hold any frequent commerce. Ill name 
you the obſtacles which I can't ſurmount: want of 
health, want of time, want of good eyes; and one 
yet ſtronger than them all, I write not upon the 
terms of other men. For however glad I might be, 
of expreſſing my reſpect, opening my mind, or 
venting my concerns, to my private friends; I hard- 
ly dare while there are Curlls in the world. If 
you pleaſe to reflect either on the impertinence of 
weak admirers, the malice of low enemies, the ava- 
rice of mercenary Bookſellers, or the filly curioſity 
of people in general; you'll confeſs I have ſmall 
reaſon to indulge correſpondencies ; in which too 
I want materials, as I hive altogether out of town, 
and have abſtracted my mind (I hope) to better 
things than common news. I wiſh my friends 
would ſend me back thoſe rorfeitures of my diſ- 
cretion, commit to my juſtice what I truſted only 
to their indulgence, and return me at the year's 
end thoſe trifling letters, which can be to them but 
a day's amuſement, but to me may prove a diſcre- 
dit as laſting and extenſive, as the aforeſaid weak 
admirers, mean enemies, mercenary ſcribblers, or 
curious ſimpletons, can make it. 
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T come now to a particular you complain of, my 
not anſwering your queſtion about ſome Party- 
papers, and their authors. This indeed I could 
not tell you, becauſe I never was, or will be privy 
to ſuch papers: And if by accident, through my 
acquaintance with any of the writers, I had known 
a thing they concealed : I ſhould certainly never 
be the Reporter of it. | 

For my waiting on you at your country-houſe, I 
have often wiſh'd it ; 1t was my compliance to a 
ſuperior duty that hinder'd me, and one which you 
are too good a Chriſtian to with | ſhould have bro- 
ken, having never ventur'd to. leave my mother 
(at her great age) for more than a week, which is 
too little for ſuch a journey. 

Upon the whole, I muſt acquit myſelf of any act 
or thought, in prejudice to the regard I owe you, 
as ſo long and obliging an acquaintance and corre- 
ſpondent. | am ſure | have all the good wiſhes for 
yourſelf and your family, that become a friend : 
There is no accident that can happen to your ad- 
vantage, and no action that can redound to your 
credit, which I ſhould not be ready to extol, or t 
rejoice in. And therefore I beg you to be aſſured, 
Jam in diſpoſition and will, tho? not fo much as [ 
would be in teſtimonies or writing, | 

OH [ Your, ete. 
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L.E.T.T ER MA. 


TO MR. RICHARDSON. 


Jan. 13, 1732. 

HAVE at laſt got my mother ſo well, as to al- 

low myſelf to be abſent from her for three 
days. As Sunday is one of them, I do not know 
whether I may propoſe you to employ it in the 
manner you mentioned to mg once. Sir Godfrey 
call'd imploying the pencil, the prayer of a painter, 
and affirmed it to be his proper way of ſerving God, 
by the talent he gave him. I am ſure, in this in- 
ſtance, it is ſerving your friend ; and, you know, 
we are allowed to do that (nay even to help a neigh- 
bour's ox or aſs) on the Sabbath: which, tho' it 
may ſeem a general precept, yet in one ſenſe par- 
ticularly applies to you, who have help'd many a 
human ox, and many a human aſs, to the'likeneſs 
of man, not to ſay of God. 

Believe me, dear Sir, with all good wiſhes for 
yourſelf and your family (the happineſs of which 
tyes I know by experience, and have learn'd to. 
value from the late danger of loſing the beſt of 
mine) 

Your, etc, 
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LETTER XLIII. 


TO THE SAME. 


Twickenham, June. 10, 1733. 
S I know, you and I mutually deſire to ſee 
one another, I hoped that this day our wiſhes 
would have met, and brought you hither. And 
this for the very reaſon which poſſibly might hin- 
der your coming, that my poor mother is dead “. 
thank God, her death was as eaſy, as her life was 
innocent; and. as it coſt her not a groan, or even 
a ſigh, there is yet upon her countenance ſuch an 
expreſſion of Tranquylity, nay, almoſt of Pleaſure, 
that it is even amiable to behold it. It would af- 
ford the fineſt image of a Saint expir'd, that ever 
Painting drew; and it would be the greateſt obli- 
gation which even That obliging Art could ever 
beſtow on a friend, if you would come and: ſketch 
it for me. I am ſure, if there be no very preva- 
lent obſtacle, you will leave any common buſineſs 
to do this: and I hope to ſee you this evening as 
late as you will, or to morrow morning as early, 
before this winter flower. is faded. I will defer 
her interment till to morrow night. I know you 
love me, or I could not have written this—I could 
not (at this time) have written at all Adieu! May 
you die as happily ! 


Your, etc. 


* Mrs, Pope died the ſeventh of June, 1733, aged 93. 
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LETTER MIV. 


TO THE SAME. 


T is hardly poſſible to tell you the joy your 

pencil gave me, in giving me another friend, 
Jo much the ſame! and which (alas for. morality!) 
will out-laſt the other, Poſterity will, through 
your means, ſee the man whom it will for ages 
honour *, vindicate, and applaud, when envy is no 
more, and when (as I have already ſaid in the eſſay 
to which you are ſo partial) 

The ſons ſhall bluſh their fathers avere his foes. 

That eſſay has many faults, but the poem you if 
ſent me has but one, and that I can eaſily forgive. 
Yet I would not have it printed for the world, and 
yet I would not have it kept unprinted neither- Wl 
but all in good time. I'm glad you publiſh you 
Milton. B—ly will be angry at you, and at ne 
too ſhortly for what I could not help, a Satyrical 4 
Poem on Verbal Criticiſm by Mr. Mallet; which 
he has inſcrib'd to me, but the poem itſelf is good 
(another cauſe of anger to any Critic.) As for I 
myſelf, I reſolve-to go on in my quiet, calm, mo- 
ral courſe, taking no ſort of notice of man's anger, 
or woman's ſcandal, with Virtue in my eyes, and 
Truth upon my tongue. Adieu. | | 


{ 


® Lord Bolingbroke. 
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LETTER XLV. 
TO MR. BETHEL. 


| Aug. 9, 1733. 
JT OU might well think me negligent or forget- 


ful of you, if true friendſhip and ſincere eſ- 
teem were to be meaſured by common forms and 
compliments. The truth is, I. could not write 
then, without ſaying ſomething of my own condi- 
tion, and of my loſs of ſo old and fo deſerving a 
parent, which really would have troubled you ; or 
[ muſt have kept a ſilence upon that head, which 
would not have ſuited that freedom and ſincere 
opening of the heart which is due to you from me. 
Jam now pretty well; but my home 1s uneaſy to 
me ſtill, and I am therefore wandering about all 
this ſummer. I was but four days at Twickenham 
—_ ſince the occaſion that made it ſo melancholy. 1 
5 have been a fortnight in Eſſex, and am now at 
Dawley (whoſe maſter is your ſervant) and going 
to Cirenceſter to Lord Bathurſt. I ſhall alſo ſee 
Southampton with Lord Peterborow. The Court 
and Twit'nam I ſhall forſake together. I with I 
did not leave our friend “, who deſerves more quiet 
and more health and happineſs, than can be found 
in ſuch a family. The reſt of my acquaintance 
are tolerably happy in their various ways of life, 
whether court, country, or town; and Mr. Cle- 
land is as well in the Park, as if he were in Para- 
diſe, J heartily hope, Vorkſffire is the ſame to 
you; and that no evil, moral, or phyſical, may 
come near you, 
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Thave now but too much .melancholy leiſure, 
and no other care but. to finiſh my Eſſay on Man: 
There will be in it one line that may offend you Il 
fear) and yet I will not alter or omit it, unleſs you 
come to town ;and prevent me before I print it, 
which will be in a fortnight in all probability. In 
plain truth, I will not deny myſelf the greateſt 
pleaſure I am capable of receiving, becauſe another 
may have the modeſty not to ſhare it. It is all a 
poor poet can do, to bear teſtimony to the virtue 
he cannot reach : beſides that, in this age, I ſee too 
few good Examples not to lay hold on any I can 
find. You ſee what an intereſted man I am, 
Adieu. | 

OP CET 4 
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Sept. 7, 1733 

OU cannot think how melancholy this place 

makes me; every part of this wood puts into 

my mind poor Mr. Gay, with whom I paſt once a 

great deal of pleaſant time in it, and another friend 

who is near dead, and quite loſt to us, Dr. Swift. 

I really can find no enjoyment in the place; the 

ſame ſort of uneaſineſs as I find at Twit'nam, 
whenever I paſs near my Mother's room. 

I've not yet writ to Mrs. *. I think I ſhould, 
but have nothing to ſay that will anſwer the cha- 
racer they conſider me in, as a Wit; beſides, my 
eyes grow very bad (whatever is the cauſe of it) 
TI put them out for nobody but a friend; and, ] 


* Mrs, B. 


FROM SEVERAL PERSONS. 57 


proteſt, it brings tears into them almoſt to write to 
you, when I think of your ſtate and mine. I long 
to write to Swift, but cannot. The greateſt pain 
L know, is to ſay things ſo very ſhort of one's mean- 
ing, when the heart is full. 

I feel the going out of life faſt enough, to have 
little appetite left to make compliments, as beſt 
uſeleſs, and for the moſt part unfelt ſpeeches. 
is but in a very narrow circle that Friendſhip 
walks in this world, and I care not to tread out of 
it more than I needs muſt ; knowing well, it is but 
two or three (if quite ſo many) that any man's wel- 
fare, or memory, can be of conſequence: The reſt, 
believe, I may forget, and be pretty certain they 
are already even, if not before-hand with me. 

Life, after the firſt warm heats are over, is. all. 
down-hill: and one almoſt wiſhes: the journey's end, 
provided we were ſure but to lie down eaſy when» 
ever the Night ſhall overtake us, 

I dieam'd all laſt Night of ——. She has dwelt 
(alittle more than perhaps is right) upon my ſparits : 
I ſaw a very deſerving gentleman in my travels, 
who has formerly, J have heard, had much the ſams 
misfortune; and (with all his good breeding and 
ſenſe) ſtill bears a cloud and melancholy caſt, that 
never can quite clear up, in all his behaviour and 
converſation. I know another, who, I believe, 
could promiſe, and eafily keep his word, never to 
laugh in his life, But one muſt do one's beſt, not 
to be uſed by the world as that poor lady was by 
her ſiſter ; and not ſeem too good, for fear of being 
thought affected, or whimſical, 
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It is a real truth, that to the laſt of my moments, 
the thought of you, and the beſt of my wiſhes for 
you, will attend you, told or untold: 

I could wiſh you had once the conſtancy and re- 
ſolution to act for yourſelf, whether before, or after 
I leave you (the only way I ever ſhall leave you), 
you muſt determine; but reflect, that the firſt would 
make me, as well as yourſelf, happier; the latter 
could make you only ſo. Adieu. 


6 


L ET T E R. XLII. 
FROM DR. ARBUT HNO. 


Hampſtead, July 17, 1734 
LITTLE doubt of your kind concern for me, 
nor of that of the lady you mention. I have 
nothing to repay my friends with at preſent, but 
prayers and good with s. I have the ſatisfaction 
to find that I am as oikciouſly ſerv'd by my friends, 
as he that has thouſands to leave in legacies ; be- 
ſides the aſſurance of their ſincerity, God almighty 
has made my bodily diſtreſs as eaſy as a thing of 
that nature can be. I have found ſome relief, at 
leaſt ſometimes, from the air of this place. My 
nights are bad, but many poor creatures have 
worſe, | 
As for you, my good friend, I think ſince our 
firſt acquaintance there have not been any of thole 
little ſuſpicions or jealouſies, that often affect the 
ſincereſt friendſhips: I am ſure, not on my fide. 1 
muſt be fo ſincere as to own, that though I could 
not help valuing you for thoſe Talents which the 
world prizes, yet they were not the foundation ot 
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my friendſhips ; they were quite of another ſort ; 
nor ſhall I at preſent offend you by enumerating 
them: And I make it my laſt Requeſt, that you 
will continue that Noble Diſdain and Abhorrence 
of Vice, which you ſeem naturally endued with ; 
but ſtill with a due regard to your own ſafety; 
and ſtudy more to reform than chaſtiſe, tho? the 
one cannot be effeted without the other, 

Lord Bathurſt I have always honour'd, for every 
good quality that a perſon of his rank ought to 
have: Pray, give my reſpects and kindeſt wiſhes to 
the family. My veniſon ſtomach is gone, but I 
have thoſe about me, and often with me, who will 
be very glad of his preſent. If it is left at my 
houſe, it will be tranſmitted ſafe to me. 

A recovery in my caſe, and at my age, is impoſ- 
fible ; the kindeſt wiſh of my friends is Euthanaſia. 
Living or dying, I ſhall always be 

Yours, etc. 


LETTER XLVIT. 
TO DR. ARBUTHNOT. 


| July 20, 1734 

THANK you for your letter, which has all 

thoſe genuine marks of a good mind by which 

] have ever diſtinguiſh'd yours, and for which I 

have ſo, long loved you. Our friendſhip has been 

conſtant ; becauſe it was grounded on good prin- 

ciples, and therefore not only uninterrupted by 

any Diſtruſt, but by any Vanity, much leſs any 
Intereſt. 
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What you recommend to me with the ſolemnity 
of a Laſt Requeſt, ſhall have its due weight with 
me. That diſdain and indignation againſt Vice, 
is (I thank God) the only diſdain and indignation 
I have: It is fincere, and it will be a laſting one. 
But ſure it 1s as impoſlible to have a juſt abhor- 
rence of Vice, without hating the Vicious,. as to 
bear a true love for Virtue, without loving the 
Good. To reform and not to chaſtiſe, I am afraid, 
is impoſſible; and that the beſt Precepts, as well 
as the beſt Laws, would prove of ſmall uſe, if there 
were no Examples to inforce them. To attack 
Vices in the abſtract, without touching Perſons, 
may be ſafe fighting indeed, but it is fighting with 
Shadows. General propoſitions are obſcure, milty, 
and uncertain, compar'd with plain, full, and home 
examples: Precepts only apply to our Reaſon, 
which in moſt men is but weak: Examples are pic- 
tures, and ſtrike the Senſes, nay raiſe the Paſſions, 
and call in thoſe (the ſtrongeſt and moſt general of 
all motives) to the aid of reformation. Every vi- 
cious man makes, the caſe his own; and that is the 
only way by which ſuch men can be affected, 
much leſs deterr'd. So that to chaſtiſe is to reform. 
The only ſign by which I found my writings ever 
did any good, or had any weight, has been that 
they rais'd the anger of bad men. And my great- 
eſt comfort, and encouragement to proceed, has 
been to ſee, that thoſe who have no ſhame, and no 
fear of any thing elſe, have appear'd touch'd by 
my Satires. 

As to your kind concern for my Safety, I can 
gueſs what occaſions it at this time. Some Cha- 
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racers I have drawn are ſuch, that if there be 
any who deſerve them, tis evidently a ſervice to 
mankind to point thoſe men out ; yet ſuch as, if 
all the world gave them, none, I think, will own 
they take to themſelves. But if they ſhould, thoſe 
of whom all the world think in ſuch a manner, 
muſt be men I cannot fear. Such in particular as 
have the meanneſs to do miſchiefs in the dark, 
have ſeldom the courage to juſtify them in the face 
of day; the talents that make a Cheat or a Whiſ- 
perer, are not the ſame that qualify a man for an 
Inſulter : and as to private villainy, it is not ſo ſafe 
to join in an Aſſaſſination, as in a Libel f. I will 
conſult my ſafety ſo far as I think becomes a pru- 
dent man: but not ſo far as to omit any thing 
which I think becomes an honeſt one,, As to per- 
ſonal attacks beyond the law, every man is liable 
to them: as for danger within the law, I am not 
guilty enough to fear any. For the good opinion 
of all the world, 1 know, it is not to be had: for 
that of worthy men, I hope, I ſhall not forfeit it: 
for that of the Great, or thoſe in power, I may wiſh 
] had it; but if through miſrepreſentations (toe 
common about perſons in that ſtation) I have it 
not, I ſhall be forry, but not miſerable in thewant 
of it. 

It is certain, much freer Satiriſts than I, have en- 
joyed the encouragement and protection of the 
Princes under whom they lived. Auguſtus and 
Moecenas made Horace their companion, tho? he 
had been in arms on the ſide of Brutus; and, al- 


The Character of Sporus in the Epiſtle to Dr. Albuthaot. 
See the following Letter to a noble Lord, 8 
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low me to remark, it was out of the ſuffering Party 
too, that they favour'd and diltinguiſh'd Virgil. 
You will not ſuſpect me of comparing myſelf with 
Virgil and Horace, nor even with another Court- 
favourite, Boileau. | have always been too modeſt 
to imagine my Panegyrics were incenſe worthy of 
a court ; and that, | hope, will be thought the true 
reaſon why I have never offer'd any. I would only 
have obſerv'd, that it was under the greateſt Princes - 
and the beſt Miniſters, that moral Satiriſts were 
moſt encouraged ; and that then poets exerciſed the 
ſame juriſdiction over the Follies, as Hiſtorians did 
over the Vices of Men. It may alſo be worth 
conſidering, whether Auguſtus himſelf makes the 
greater figure, in the writings of the former or of 
the latter? and whether Nero and Domitian do not 
appear as ridiculous for their falſe 'Tafte and At- 
fectation, in Perſius and Juvenal, as odious for their 
bad Goverr ment in Tacitus and Suetonius? In the 
firſt of theſe reigns it was, that Horace was pro- 
tected and careſs'd; and in the latter that Lucan 
was put to death, and Juvenal baniſh'd. 
| would not have ſaid ſo much, but to ſhew you 
my whole heart on this ſubject; and to convince 
you, I am deliberately bent to perform that Requeſt 
which you make your laſt to me, and to peform it 
with Temper, Juſtice, and Reſolution. As your 
Approbation (being the teſtimony of a ſound head 
and an honeſt heart) does greatly confirm me here- 
in, I wiſh you may live to ſee the effect it may here- 
aſter have upon me, in ſomething more deſerving 
of that approbation. But if it be the Will of Ged 
" (which, 1 knew, will alſo be yours) that we muſt 


%. 


FROM SEVERAL'PERSONS. 83 


ſeparate, I hope it will be better for You than it 
can be for me, You are fitter to live, or to die, 
than any man I know. Adieu, my dear friend! 
and may God preſerve your life eaſy, or make 
your death happy “ | 


* This excellent perſon died Feb, 1734-6, 
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[We find by Letter xix, that the Ducheſs of Buck- 
inghamſhire would have engaged Mr. Pope to 
draw her huſband's Character. But though he re- 
fuſed this office, yet in his Epiſtle; on the Character, 
of women, theſe lines, 

To heirs unknown deſcend; th unguarded flore, 

Or wanders, head n-direfed, to the poor. 
are ſuppoſed to mark her out in ſuch a manner as 
not to be miſtaken for another ; and having ſaid of 
himſelf, that be held a lye in proſe and werſe to be the 
Jame All this together gave a handle to his ene- 
mies, fince his death, to publiſh the following Pa- 
per (intitled, The Character of Katharine, etc.) as 
written by him. On which account (in vindication 
of the deceaſed Poet) we have ſubjoined to it a 
Letter to a friend, that will let the Reader fully in- 
to the hiſtory of the ⁊oriting and publication of this 
extraordinary CHARACTER, ] 


THE CHARACTER OF 


KATHARINE 


DUCHESS OF BUCKINGHAMSHIRE 
AND NORMANBY. 


BY THE LATE MR. POPE. 


HE was the daughter of James the ſecond, and 
of the Counteſs of Dorcheſter, who inherited 
the Integrity and Virtue of her father with happier 
fortune, She was married firſt to James earl of 


Angleſey ; and ſecondly to John Sheffield duke of 
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Buckinghamſhire and Normanby ; with the former 
ſhe exerciſed the virtues of Patience and Sufferings, as 
long as there was any, hopes of doing good. by ei- 
ther: with the latter all other. Comagal wirtues.. 
The man of fineſt ſenſe and. ſharpeft decernment,. 
ſhe had the happineſs to pleaſe; and in that, found 
her only pleaſure. When he died, it ſeemed as 
if his ſpirit was only breathed into her, to fulfil 
what he had begun, to perform what he had con- 
certed, and to preſerve and watch over what he had 
left, bis only Jon ; in the care of whoſe Health, the 
forming of whoſe Mind, and the improvement of 
whoſe Fortune ſhe ated with the conduct and ſenſe of 
the Father, ſoftened, but not overcome, with the ten- 
derneſs of the Mother. Her Underſtanding was ſuch 
as muſt have made a figure, had it been in a man; 
but the Modeſty of her ſex threw a veil over its luſtre, 
which nevertheleſs ſuppreſs'd only the expreſſion, 
not the exertion of it; for her ſenſe was not ſupe- 
rior to her Reſolution, . which, when once ſhe was 
in the right, preſerv'd her from making it only a 
tranſition to the wrong, the frequent weakneſs even 
of the beſt women, She often followed wife coun- 
ſel, but ſometimes went before it, always with ſuc- 
ceſs. She was poſſeſſed of a ſpirit, which aſſiſted her 
to get the better of thoſe accidents which admitted 
of any redreſs, and enabled her to ſupport outward- 
ly, with decency and dignity, thoſe which admit- 
ted of none ; yet melted inwardly, through almoſt 
her whole life, at a ſueceſſion of melancholy and 
affecting objects, the loſs of all her Children, the 
misfortunes of Relations ard Friends, public and pri- 
vate, and the death of thoſe who are deareſt to her. 
Her Heart was as compaſſionate as it was great: 
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Her Affections warm even to ſolicitude: Her Friend. 
ſhip not violent or jealous, but rational and perſever- 
ing : Her Gratitude equal and conſtant to the living; 
to the dead boundleſs and heroical. What perſon ſo. 
ever ſhe found worthy of her eſteem, ſhe would not 
give up for any power on earth ; and the greateſt 
on earth whom ſhe could not eſteem, obtain'd from 
her no farther tribute than Decency. Her good- 
will was wholly directed by merit, not by accident; 
not meaſured by the regard they profeſs'd for her 
own deſert, but by her idea of theirs : And as 
there was no merit which ſhe was not able to imi- 
tate, there was none which ſhe could envy : there- 
fore her Converſation was as free from detraction, 
as her Opinions from prejudice or prepoſſeſſion. 
As her Thoughts were her own, ſo were her Words ; 
and ſhe was as ſincere in uttering her Judgment, as 
impartial in forming it. She was a ſafe Compa- 
nion; many were ſerved, none ever ſuffered by her 
acquaintance : inoffenſive, when unprovoked ; when 
provoked, not ſtupid : But the moment her enemy 
ceaſed to be hurtful, ſhe could ceaſe to act as an 
enemy. She was therefore not a bitter but conſiſt- 
ent enemy: (tho' indeed, when forced to be ſo, 
the more a finiſh'd one for having been long a 
making.) And her proceeding with ill people was 
more in a calm and ſteady courſe, like Juttice, than 
in quick and paſſionate onſets, like Revenge. As 
for thoſe of whom ſhe only thought ill, ſhe conſi- 
der'd them not ſo much as once to wiſh them ill; 
of ſuch, her Contempt was great enough to put a 
ſtop to all other paſſions that could hurt them. 
Her Love and Averſion, her Gratitude and Reſent- 
ment, her Eſteem and Neglect, were equally open 


CPI 
and ſtrong. and alterable only from the alteration - 
of the perſons who created them. Her mind was 
too noble to be inſincere, and her heart too honeſt 
to ſtand in need of it; fo that ſhe never found cauſe 
to repent her Conduct either to a friend or an 
enemy. There remains, only to ſpeak of her Per- 
ſon, which was moſt amiably majeſtic, the niceſt 
eye could find no fault in the outward lineaments 
of her Face or proportion of her Body : 1t was 
ſuch, as pleas'd wherever ſhe had a defire it ſhould; 
yet ſhe never envied that of any other, which might 
better pleaſe in general : In the ſame manner, as 
being content that her merits were eſteemed where 
ſhe deſired they ſhould, ſhe never depreciated thoſe 
of any other that were eſteemed or preferred elſe- 
where, For ſhe aimed not at a general love or a 
general eſteem where ſhe was not known ; it was 
enough to be poſſeſs'd of both wherever ſhe was. 
Having lived to the age of Sixty-two years; not 
courting Regard, but receiving it from all who 
knew her ; not loving Buſineſs, but diſcharging it 
fully whereſoever duty or friendſhip, engaged her 
in it; not following Greatneſs, but not declining 
to pay reſpe@, as far as was due from indepen- 
dency and diſintereſt; having honourably abſolv'd 
all the parts of life, ſhe forſook this World, where 
ſhe had left no act of duty or virtue undone, for 
that where alone ſuch acts are rewarded, on the 
13th day of March, 1742-3 *. 


*The above Character was written by Mr. Pope ſome 
years before her Grace's Death, So the printed edition, 
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' MR. POPE TO JAMES MOYSER, or 
BEVERLY, ESQ. 


Dear SIR, Bath, July 11, 1943. 

AM always glad to hear of you, and where 1 

can I always enquire of you. But why have you 
omitted to tell me one word of your own health ? 
The account of our Friends? “ is truly melancholy, 
added to the circumſtance of his being detained ( 
fear, without much hope) in a foreign country, 
from the comfort of ſeeing (what a good man moſt 
deſires and beſt deſerves to ſee the laſt hour) his 
Friends about him. The public news + indeed 
gives every Engliſhman a reaſonable joy, and 1 
truly feel it with you, as a national joy, not a party 
one ; nay as a general joy to all nations where 
bloodſhed and miſery muſt have been introduced, 
had the ambition and perfidy of prevail'd. 

I come now to anſwer your friend's queſtion, 
The whole of what he has heard of my writing 
the Character of the old t Duke of Buckingham is” 
untrue. I do not remember ever to have ſeen it in 
MS. nor have I ever ſeen the pedigree he mentions, 
otherwiſe than after the Ducheſs had printed it 
with the Will, and ſent one to me, as, I fuppoſe, 
ſhe did to all her acquaintance. I do not won- 
der it ſhould be reported I writ that Character, 
after a ſtory which I will tell you in your ear, and 
to yourſelf-only. There was another Character 


written of her Grace by herſelf (with what help ! 
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* Mr. Bethel. 
+ The Victory at Dettingen. 


1 He ſays ihe eld Duke, becauſe he wrote a very fine Epitaph 
for the Son. 
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know not) but ſhe ſhewed it me in her blots,. and 
preſſed me, by all the adjurations of Friendſhip, 
to give her my ſincere opinion of it. I acted ho- 
neſtly and did ſo. She ſeemed to take it patiently, 
and, upon many exceptions which ] made, engaged 
me to take the whole, and to ſele& out of it juſt 
as much as I judged might ſtand, and return her 
the copy. I did ſo. Immediately ſhe picked a 
quarrel with me, and we never ſaw each other in 
five or ſix years. In the mean time, ſhe ſhewed 
this Character (as much as was extracted of it in 
my hand- writing) as a compoſition of my own, in 
her praiſe. And very probably it is now in the 
hands of Lord Harvey. Dear Sir, I ſincerely wiſh 
you, and your whole family (whoſe welfare is ſo 
cloſely connected) the beſt health and trueſt happi- 
neſs ; and am (as is alſo the maſter of this place) 

. Your, ete. 


* 
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A LETTER * TO A NOBLE LORD. 


On occaſion of ſome Libels written and propagated 
at Court, in the Year 1732-35 


My LORD, Nov. 30, 1733. 
OUR Lordſhiy's + epiſtle has been publiſh'd 
ſome days, but I had not the pleaſure and pain 

of ſeeing it till yeſterday: Pain, to think your 
Lordſhip ſhould attack me at all ; Pleaſure, to find 
that you can attack me ſo weakly. As I want not 
the humility, to think myſelf in every way but one 
your inferior, it ſeems but reaſonable that I ſhould 
take the only method either of ſelf-defence or reta- 
liation, that is left me againſt a perſon of your qua- 
lity and power. And as by your choice of this 
weapon, your pen, you generouſly (and modeſtly 
too, no doubt) meant to put yourſelf on a level 
With me; I will as ſoon believe that your Lordſhip 
would pive a wound to a man unarm'd, as that 
You v.ould deny me the uſe of it in my own defence. 


* This Letter (which was firſt printed in the year 1733) 
Lars th: fame place in our Author's proſe that the Epiſtle to 
Dr. Arbuchnot does in his poetry. They are both Apologetical, 
repellicg the libellous ſlanuers on his Reputation: with thi> dif- 
ference, that the Epiſtle to Dr. Arbuthnot, his friend, was 
chicfly directed againſt Grab-ftreet Writers, and this letter to 
the Noble Lord, his enemy, againſt Court Scriblers, For the 

they are both Maſter-pieces in their kinds; That in verſe, 
more grave, moral, and ſublime; This in proſe, more hvely, 
critical, and pointed; but equally conducive to what he had 
moſt at heart, the vindication of his moral Character: the only 
thi g he thought worth his care in literary altercations; and the 
Erſt thing he would expect from the good offices of a ſurviving 
Friend. 

+ Entitled, An Epiſtle ts a Doctor of Divinity from a Noble 
man at Hampton-Crurt, Aug. 28, 1733, and printed the No- 
yember following for J. Roberts, Fol. 
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I preſume you will allow me to take the ſame li- 
berty in my anſwer to ſo candid, polite, and ingenious 
a Nobleman, which your Lordſhip took in yours, 
to ſo grave, religious, and reſpectable a clergyman *: 
As you anſwer his Latin in Engliſh, permit me to 
anſwer your Verſe in Proſe. And tho' your Lord- 
ſhip's reaſons for not writing in Latin, might be 
ſtronger than mine for not writing in Verſe, yet I 
may plead Two good ones, for this conduct: the 
one that I want the Talent of ſpinning a thou/and 
lines in a Day + (which, I think, is as much Time 
as this ſubje& deſerves) and the other, that I take 
your Lordſhip's Fer/e to be as much Proſe as this 
letter. But no doubt it was your choice, in writ- 
ing to a friend, to renounce all the pomp of Poetry, 
and give us this excellent model of the familiar. 


When I conſider the great difference betwixt the 


rank your Loraſbip holds in the World, and the 
rank which your -wwritings are like to hold in the 
karned world, I preſume that diſtinction of ſtyle 
is but neceſſary, which you will fee obſerv'd 
through this letter. When I ſpeak of you, my 
Lord, it will be with all the deference due to the 
inequality which Fortune has made between you 
and myſelf: but when I ſpeak. of your writings, 
my Lord, I muſt, I can do nothing but trifle. 

I ſhould be obliged indeed to leſſen this Reſpect, 
if all the Nobility (and eſpecially the elder bro- 
thers) are but ſo many hereditary fools , if the 


* Dr. 8. | 
Þ+ And Pope with juſtice of ſuch lines m 
His Lordi ſpins a thouſand in a Fn TP. p. 6. 
t That te goed bleed by old preſcriptive rules 
| Gives right hereditary to reds 
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privilege of Lords be to want brains ®, if nokle: 
men can hardly write or read +,. if all their buſfis 
neſs is but to dreſs and vote t, and all their em- 
ployment in court, to tell lies, flatter in public, 
flander in private, be falſe to each other, and fol- : 
low nothing but ſelf-intereſt ||.. Bleſs me, my 


Lord, what an account is this you give of them!“ 
and what would have been ſaid of me, had I im- 
molated, in. this manner, the whole body of the 
Nobility,, at the fall of a well-fed Prebendary ? N 
Were it the mere Exce/5-of your Lordſhip's Vit, 
that carried you thus triumphantly over all the- 
bounds of decency, I might conſider your Lordſhip: 
on your Pegaſus, as a ſprightly hunter on a mettled 
horſe ;-and while you were trampling down all our: 
works, patiently ſuffer the injury, in pure admira- 
tion of the Noble Sport. But ſhould. the caſe be 
quite otherwiſe, ſhould your Lordſhip be only like 
a Boy that is run away with.; and run away with: 
by a Very Feal; really common charity, as well as 
reſpect for a noble family, would oblige me to ſtop 
your career, and to help you down. from this Pega- 


fas: 

Surely the little praiſe: of a Friter ſhould: be a 
thing below your ambition: Vou, who were no" 
fooner born, but in the lap of the Graces ; 8v- 


1 

[ 
; 
"8 
4 
5 


* Ner wonder that my Brain no more offer di, 
Bat recelle& the privilege of Lords. 

+ And when you ſee me fairly write my name; 
Fer England's ſake wiſb all could do the ſame. 


ft Whilſt all cur buſineſs is to dreſs and vote. ibid. 
I Courts are only larger families, * 
The growth if rack edo traths, and many lies : 
in private ſatyrize, in public flatter. 
Fexv to each other, all ts one point true; 


Which ene I ſhan't ger need explain, Adien. p. ult. 
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ſooner at ſchool, but in the arms of the Muſes ; no 
ſooner in the World, but you practis'd all the ſxill 
of it; no ſooner in the Court, but you poſſeſs'd 
all the art of it! Unrival'd as you are, in making 
a figure, and in making a ſpeech, methinks, my 
lay you may well give up the poor talent of turn- 
ing a Diſtich. And why this fondneſs for Poetry? 
Proſe admits of the two excellencies you moſt ad- 
mire, Diction and Fiction: It admits of the talents 
you chiefly poſſeſs, a molt fertile invention, and 
moſt florid expreſſion ; it is with proſe, nay the 
plaineſt proſe, that you beſt could teach our nobi- 
lity to vote, which you juſtly obſerve, is half at 
leaſt of their buſineſs *® : And, give me leave to 
propheſy, it is to your talent in proſe, and not in 
verſe, to your ſpeaking, not your writing, to your 
art at court, not your art of poetry, that your Lord- 
ſhip muſt owe your future figure in the world. 

My Lord, whatever you imagine, this is the ad- 
vice of a Friend, and one who remembers he for- 
merly had the honour of ſome profeſſion of Friend- 
ſhip from you: Whatever was his real Hare in it, 
whether ſmall or great, yet as your Lordſhip could 
never have had the leaſt Le by. continuing it, or 
the leaſt Intere/f by withdrawing it; the misfor- 
tune of loſing it, I fear, muſt have been owing to 
his own deficiency Or negle?. But as to any actual 
fault which deſerved to forfeit it in ſuch a degree, 
he proteſts he is to this day guiltleſs and ignorant, 
It could at moſt be but a fault of nion; but in- 
deed by omiſſions, men of your Lordſhip's uncom- 
mon merit may ſometimes think themſelves ſo in- 
jur'd, as to be capable of an inclination to * 


* All their bur neſs is to dreſs and vote. 
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another; who, tho* very much below their quality, 
may be above the injury. 

I never heard of the leaſt diſpleaſure you had 
conceived againſt me, till I was told that an imi- 
tation I had made of * Horace had offended ſome 
perſons, and among them your Lordſhip. I could not 
have apprehended that a few general frokes about a 
Lord ſcribling carle/ly t, a Pimp, or a Spy at Court, 
a Sharper in a gilded chariot, &c. that theſe, I ſay, 
ſhould be ever applied as they have been, by any 
malice but that which is the greateſt in the world, 
the Malice of Ill people to themſelves. 

Your Lordſhip ſo well knows (and the whole 
Court and town through your means ſo well know) 
how far the reſentment was carried upon that ima- 
gination, not only in the Nature of the Libel f you 
propagated againſt me, but in the extraordinary 
manner, place, and preſence in which it was propa- 
gated 5; that I ſhall only ſay, it ſeem'd to me to 
exceed the bounds of juſtice, common ſenſe, and 
decency. | 

I wonder yet more, how a Lady, of great wit, 
beauty, and fame for her poetry (between whom 
and your Lordſhip there is a natural, a juſt, and a 
wwell-egrounded eftcem) could be prevailed upon to 
take a part in that proceeding. Your reſentments 
againſt me indeed might be equal, as my offence 


® The firſt Satire of the ſecond Book, printed in 1732. 


F He ſhould have added, that he called this Nobleinan, who 
ſcribbled ſo careleſly, Lord Fanny, 


— to the Imitator of A afterwards printed by J. 

rts, 1732, fol. 

Flt was for this reaſon that this Letter, as ſoon as it was 
printed, was communicated to the Q. 
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to you both was the ſame ; for neither had I the 
leaſt miſunderſtanding with that Lady, till after I 
was the Author of my own misfortune in diſconti- 
nuing her acquaintance. I may venture to own 
a truth, which cannot be unpleaſing to either of 
you; I aſſure you my reaſon for ſo doing, was 
merely that you had both roo much wit for me; 
and that I could not do, with mine, many things 
which you could with yours. The injury done you 
in withdrawing myſelf could be .but ſmall, if the 
value you had for me was no greater than you 
have been pleas'd fince to profeſs. But ſurely, my 
Lord, one may ſay, neither the Revenge, nor the 
Language you held, bore any proportion to the pre- 
tended offence, The appellations of + Foe to hu- 
mantind, an Enemy like the Devil to all that have 
Being; ungrateful, unjuſt, deſerving to be whipt, 
blanketed, kicked, nay killed ; a Monſter, an Aſſaſſin, 
whoſe converſation every man ought to fun, and 
againſt whom all doors ſhould be ſhut ; I beſeech 
you, my Lord, had you the leaſt right to give, or 
to encourage or juſtify any other in giving ſuch 
language as this to me ? Could I be treated in terms 
more ſtrong or more atrocious, if during my ac- 
quaintance with you, I had been a Betrayer, a Back- 
biter, a Whiſperer, an Eves-dropper, or an Informer ? 
Did I in all that time ever throw a fal/e Dye, or 
palm a foul Card upon you? Did I ever borrow, 


feal, or accept, either Money, Wit, or Advice from 


you ? Had I ever the honour to join with either of 


® Once, and but once, his heedleſs youth was bit, 
And lik'd that dang'rous thing a female Wit. 
See the Letter to Dr. Arbuthnit among ft the Variations, 


+ See the aforeſaid Verſes to the Initater of Harace. 
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you in one Ballad, Satire, Pamphlet, or Epigram, 
on any perſon living or dead ? Did I ever do you ſo 
great an injury as to put off my own Verſes for yours, 
eſpecially on choſe Perſons whom they might mf 
offend? J am conſident you cannot anſwer in the 
affrmative; and I can truly affirm, that ever 
fince I loſt the happineſs of your converſation I 
have not publiſhed or written, one ſyllable of, or 
to either of you; never hitch'd your names in a 
Fer/e, or trifled with your good names in company. 
Can I be honeſtly charged with any other crime 
but an Omiffen (for the word Neg/e&, which I us'd 
before, ſlip'd my pen unguardedly) to continue my 
admiration of you all my life, and till to contem- 
plate, face to face, your many excellencies and 
perfections? I am perſuaded you can reproach me 
truly with no great Fau/ts, except my natural ones, 
which I am as ready to own, as to do all juſtice to ' 
the contrary Beauties in you. It is true, my Lord, 
I am ſhort, not well ſhap'd, generally ill-dreſs'd, 
if not ſometimes dirty: Your Lordſhip and Lady- 
ſhip are ſtill in bloom; your Figures ſuch, as 
rival the Apollo of Belvedere, and the Venus of Me- 
dicis 3 and your faces fo finiſh'd, that neither fick- 
neſs or paſſion can deprive them of Colour; I will 
allow your own in particular to be the- fineſt that 
ever Man was bleſt with: preſerve it, my Lord, 
and reflect, that to be a Critic, would coſt it too 
many frowns, and to be a Stateſman, too many 
evrixkles ! J further confeſs, I am now ſomewhat 
old ; but ſo your Lordſhip, and this excellent 
Lady, with all your beauty will (I hope) one day 
be. I know your Genius and hers ſo perfectly 
rally, that you cannot but join in admiring each 
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other, and by conſequence in the contempt of all 
ſuch as myſelf. You have both, in my regard, been 
like (your Lordſhip, I know, loves a Simile, and 
it will be one ſaitable to your Quality you have 

been like To Princes, and I like a pror Animal ſa- 
W crificed between them to cement a laſting league: 

© | hope I have not bled in vain ; but that ſuch an 
amity may endure for ever! For tho” it be what 
common underſtandings would hardly conceive, 
Two Wits however may be perſuaded, that it is in 
friendſhip as in enmity, The more danger, the more 
honour. 

Give me the liberty, my Lord, to tell you, why 
| never replied to thoſe Yer/es on the Imitator of 
Horace? They regarded nothing but my Figure, 
which I ſet no value upon; and my Morals, which 
I knew, needed no defence : Any honeſt man has 
the pleaſure to be conſcious, that it 1s out of the 
power of the Wittieſt, nay the Greateſt Perſon in the 
kingdom, to leſſen him that way, but at the ex- 
pence of his own Truth, Honcur, or Tuftice. 

But tho? I declin'd to explain myſelf juſt at the 
time when I was threaten'd, I ſhall now give your 
Lordſhip a frank account of the offence you ima- 
gined to be meant to you. Fanny (my Lord) is the 
plain Engliſh of Fannius, a real perſon, who was 
a fooliſh Critic, and an enemy of Horace perhaps 
a Noble one, for ſo (if your Latin be gone in ear- 


neſt +) I muſt acquaint you, the word Beatus may 
be conſtrued. 


Þ+ All Thearn'd from Dr. Friend at ſchool, 
Has quite deſerted this poor John Tret-bead, 
And left plain native Engliſh in its ſtead. Epiſt. p. & 
Vol. VI. F. 
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Peatus Fannius ! ultro 
Delatis capſis et imagine. 
This Fannius was, it ſeems, extremely fond both 
of his Poetry and his Per/on, which appears by the 
pictures and Saires he cauſed to be made of him. 
ſelf, and by his great diligence to propagate bad 
Verſes at Court, and get them admitted into the li- 
brary of /uguy/tus. He was morcover of a delicate 
or effeminate: Complexion, and conſtant at the aſſem- 
blies and Opera's of thoſe days, where he took it 
into his head to ander poor Horace. 
| Ineptus 
 Fannius, Hermegenis laedat conviva T igelli. 
till it provoked him at laſt juſt to name him, give 
him a lab, and ſend him whimpering to the 
. Ladies. 
Diſcipularum iter jubco plorare cathedrat. 
So much for Fanny, my Lord. The word pin (a 
Dr. Friend or even Dr. Sh:r2wix could afſure you) 
was the literal tranſlation of deduci ; a metaphor 
taken from a Silk-werm, my Lord, to ſignify any 
flight, fallen, or (as your Lordſhip and the Ladies 
call it) + fimzy piece of work. I preſume your 
Lordſhip has enough of this, to convince you there 
was nothing per/onal but to that Fannius, who (with 
all his fine accompliſhments) had never been heard 
of, but for that Horace he injur'd. 
In regard to the right honourable Lady, your 
Lordſhip's friend, I was far from deſigning a per- 
ſon of her condition by a name ſo derogatory to 
her, as that of Sappho; a name proſtituted to every 
infamous Creature that ever wrote Verſe or Novels. 
I proteſt I never apply'd4 that name to her in any 


+ Weak texture of his flimzy brain. p. 6. 


verſe of mine, public or private; and (I firmly be- 


lieve) not in any Letter or Converſation. Whoever 
could invent a Palſehood to ſupport an accuſation, 
I pity ; and whoever can believe ſuch a Character 
to be theirs, I pity ſtill more. God forbid the 
Court or Town ſhould» have the complaiſance to 
jcin in that opinion! Certainly I meant it only of 
ſuch modern Saplo's, as imitate much more the 
Lewdreſs than the Genius of the ancient one; and 
upon whom their wretched brethren frequently 
beftow both the Nume and the Qualification there 
mentioned . 

There was another reaſon why I was ſilent as to 
that paper] took it for a Lady's (on the printers 
word in the title page) and thought it too preſum- 
ing, as well as indecent, to contend with one of 
that Sex in altercation : For I never was ſo mean a 
creature as to commit my Anger againſt a Lady to 
paper, tho' but in a private Letter. But ſoon after, 
her denial of it was brought to me by a Noble per- 
ſon of real Honour and Truth. Your Lordſhip in- 
deed ſaid you had it from a Lady, and the Lady 
ſaid it was your Lordſhip's ; ſome thought the 
beautiful by-blow had Taue Fathers, or (if one of 
them will hardly be allow'd a man) Taue Mothers ; 
indeed 1 think 50 Sexes had a ſhare in it, but 
which was uppermoſt, I know not: TI pretend not to 
determine the exact method of this Witty Fornica- 
tion; and if I call it Yours, my Lord, 'tis only be- 
cauſe, whoever got it, you brought it forth. 

Here, my Lord, allow me to obſerve the different 
proceeding of the Ignoble Poet, and his Noble Ene 


FT Prem furious Sappho ſcarce à milder fate, 
Pox'd by her love, or libell'd by her hate. 1 Sat. B. ii. Hor, 
1 2 
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mies. What he has written of F anny, Adonis, Sapphs, 
or who you will, he cwn'd he publiſh'd, he ſet his 
name to: What they have publib'd of him, they 
have deny'd to have written ; and what they have 
written of him, they have denied to have publiſb a. 
One of theſe was the caſe in the paſt Libel, and 
the other in the preſent. For tho' the parent has 
own'd it to a few choice friends, it is ſuch as he has 
been obliged to deny in the moſt particular terms, 
to the great Perſon whoſe opinion concern'd hin 
moſt. Yet, my Lord, this Epiſtle was a piece not 
written in ha/te, or in a paſſion, but many months 
after all pretended provocation ; when you was at 
full leiſure at Hampton-Court, and I the object 
fingled, like a Deer out of Seaſon, for ſo ill- timed, 
and ill-placed a diverſion. It was a deliberate work, 
directed to a Reverend Per/on *, of the moſt ſerious 
and ſacred character, with whom you are known to 
cultivate a ffri& correſpondence, and to whom it will 
not be doubted, but you open your /ecret Sentiments, 
and deliver your real judgment of men and things, 
This, I ſay, my Lord, with ſubmiſſion, could not 
but awaken all my Reflection and Attention. Tour 
| Lordſhip's opinion of me as a Poet, I cannot help; 
it is yours, my Lord, and that were enough to mor- 
tify a poor man; but it is not yours alone, you 
muſt be content to ſhare it with the Gentlemen of 
the Dunciad, and (it may be) with many more inno- 
cent and ingenious men. If your Lordſhip deſtroys 
my poetical character, they will claim their part in 
the glory ; but, give me leave to ſay, if my moral 
character be ruin'd, it muſt be a the work of 


* Dr. 8. 


A NOBLE LORD. 101 


your Lordſbip; and will be hard even for you to do, 
unleſs If co-operate. 

How can ou talk (my moſt worthy Lord) of all 
Pope's Works as ſo many Libels, affirm, that he has 
no invention but in Defamation *, and charge him 
with /elling another man's labours printed with his own 
name +; Fye, my Lord, you forget yourſelf. He print- 
ed not his name before a line of the perſon's you 
mention; that perſon himſelf has told you and all the 
world in the book itſelf, what part he had in it, 
as may be ſeen at the concluſion of his notes. to 
the Odyſſey. I can only ſuppoſe your Lordſhip 
(not having at that time forgot your Greek) deſpis'd 
to look upon the Tranſlation ; and ever ſince enter- 
tained too mean an Opinion of the Tranſlator to 
caſt an eye upon it. Beſides, my Lord, when you 
ſaid he /i another man's works, you ought in 
Juſtice to have added that he beught them, which 
very much alters the Caſe. What he gave him was 
five hundred pounds : his receipt can be produced 
to your Lordſhip.“ I dare not affirm he was as well 
aid as ſome Writers (much his inferiors) have been 
ſince; but your Lordſhip will reflect that J am no 
man of Quality, either to 2 or el ſeribling ſo 
high: and that J have neither Place, Pegſion, nor 
power to reward for ſecret Services. It cannot be, 
that one of yaur rank can have the leaſt Exvy to 
ſuch an author as I : but were that pr ſible, it were 
much better gratify'd by employing not your own, 
but ſome of thoſe low and ignoble pens to do you this 
mean (ice. I dare engage you'll have them for 


® to lit eternal ſbame, 
Frav'd he can neer invent but 12 defame, 


} 4nd fold Broom's labeurs printed with Pope's Name, p. 7, 
F 3 
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leſs than ] gave Mr. Broom, if your friends have 

not rais'd the market: Let them drive the bargein 

for you, my Lord ; and you may depend on ſeeing, 

every day in the week, as many (and now and they 
as pretty) Verſes, as theſe of your Lordſhip. 

And would it not be full as well, that my poor 
perſon ſhould be abus'd by them, as by one of your 
rank and quality? Cannot Car/ do the ſame ? nay 
has he not done it before your | ordſhip, in the 
ſame Ain of Language, and almoſt the /ame word: ? 

I cannot but think the worthy and diert Clergy: 
man himſelf will agree, it is zmpriper, nay wn 
chriſtian, to expoſe the per/onal defects of our bro. 
ther: that both ſuch perfect forms as yours, and 
ſuch unfortunate ones as mine, proceed from the 
hand of the ſame Maler; who fafhicreth his Veſſel 
as he pleaſeth, and that it is not from their ape 
we can tell whether they are made for honcur or 
diſhonour. In a word, he would teach you Charity 
to your greateſt enemies ; of which number, my 
Lord, I cannot be reckon'd, ſince, tho' a Poet, 1 

was never your flatterer. 

Next, my Lord, as to the Ob/curity * of my Birth 
(a reflection copy'd alſo from Mr. Curl and his 
brethren) I am ſorry to be obliged to ſuch a pre- 
ſumption” as to name my Family in the ſame leaf 
with your Lordſhip's: but my Father had tlie ho- 
nour in one inſtance to reſemble you, for he was 2 
younger Brother. He did not indeed think it a bap- 
pineſs to bury his e/der Brother, tho' he had one 
who wanted ſome of thoſe good qualities which 
yours poſſeſt. How fincerely glad could I be, to 
pay to that young Nobleman's memory the debt | 


* Hard as thy Heart, and as thy Birth obſcure, 
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ow'd to his friendſhip, whoſe early death depriv'd 
your family of as much Hit and //onour as he left 
behind him in any branch of it. But as to my Fa- 
ther, I could aſſure you, my Lord, that he was no 
mechanic (neither a hatter, nor, which might pleaſe 
your Lordſhip yet better, a Cobbler) but in truth, of 
a very tolerable tamily : And my Mother of an an- 
cient one, as well born and educated as that Lagy, 
whom your Lordſhip made choice of to be the Mo- 
ther of your caun Children; whoſe merit, beauty, 
and vivacity (if tranſmitted to your poſterity) will 
be a better preſent than even the noble blood they 
derive only from you. A Mother, on whom I was 
never obliged ſo far to reflect, as to ſay, ſhe Spoiled 
ne . And a Father, who never found himſelf 
obliged to ſay of me that he 4 approved my Conduct. 

In a word, wy Lord, I think it enough, that my 
Parents, ſuch às they were, never coft me a Bl; 
and that their Son, ſuch as he is, never coſt them 
a Tear, 

[ have purpoſely omitted to confider your Lord- 
ſhip's Criticiſms on my Poetry. As they are exact- 
ly the ſame with thoſe of the foremention'd Autherr, 
I apprehend they would juſtly charge me with par- 
tiality, if I gave to you what belongs to them; or 
paid more diſtinction to the /ame things when they 
are in your mouth, than when they were in theirs. 
It will be ſhewing both them and you (my Lord) 
a more particular reſpect, to obſerve how much they 
are honour'd by your Imitation of them, which in- 
deed 1s carried through your whole Epiſtle, I 
have read ſomewhere at School (tho* I make it no 

F 4 noble Father's heir ſpril'd by his Mother. 

His Lordſhip's account of himſelf, p. 7. 
F 4 
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Fanity to have forgot where) that Tully naturaliz'd 
a few phraſes at the inſtance of ſome of his friends, 
Your Lordſhip has done more in honour of theſe 

entlemen; you have authoriz'd not only their 
Ajſertions, but their Style. For example, A Flow 
that wants ſkill 7e reftrazn its ardour,— a Dictionary 
that gives us nothing at its Own expence.— 4s luxu- 
riant branches bear but lictle fruit, jo Wit unpran'd is 
but raw fruit Il bile y;u rehearſe ignorance, you 
fill know enough to ds it in Jer, its are but 
glittering \ ignorance. — The accca n of how we faſt 
cur time —and, Te weight en Sir R. W—'s brain. 
Tow can ever receive from no head more than ſuch a 
head (as no, head) has ie give :; Your Lordſhip would 
have 1aid .der receive inſicad of ever, and any brad 
inflead of u head ; but wil this is perfeRly new, 
and has greatly enrich'd our language. 

You are merry, my Lord, when you ſay, Latiy 
and Greek | 

Hawe quite deferted your poor John Trot-head, 
And left plain native Engliſh in their ſtead. 
for (to do you juſtice) this is nothing leſs than plair 
Egli. And as for your John Frat-head, | can't 
conceive why you ſhould give it that name, for. 
by ſome papers I have ſign'd with that name, 
it is cergainly a head wery different from your Lord- 
mip's. 

Your Lordſhip ſeems determined to fall out with 
every thing you have learned at ſchool : you com- 
plain next of a dull Didlionary, | 

That gives us nothing at its own expence, 
But a few modern words for ancient Senſe. 


# 'See ſome Treatiles printed in the Appendix to the Craſt- 
man, about that time. : 
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Your Lordſhip is the firſt man that ever carried the 
love of Wit ſo far, as to expect a witty Dictionary. 
A Dictionary that gives us any thing but words, 
muſt not only be an expenſive. but a very extrava- 
gant Dictionary. But what does your Lordſhip 
mean by its giving us but à few modern words for 
ancient Senſe ? If by Senſe (as I ſuſpect) you mean 
words (a miſtake not unuſual) | muſt do the Diction- 
ary the juſtice to ſay, that it gives us juff as many 
modern words as ancient ones. Indeed, my Lord, 
you have more need to complain of a bad Gram- 
mar, than of a dull Dictionary. 
Doctor Friend, I dare anſwer for him, never 
taught you to talk | 
of Sapphic, Lyric, and Iambic Odes. 
Your Lordſhip might as well bid your preſent Tu- 
tor, your Taylor, make you a Coat, Suit of Chaths, 
and Breeches : for you muſt have forgot your Logic, 
as well as Grammar, not to know, that Sapphic 
and Iambic are both included in Lyric; that being 
the Genus, and thoſe the Species. 

For all cannot invent whe can tranſlate, 

No more than thoſe who cloath us, can create. 
Here your Lordſhip ſeems in labour for a meaning. 
Is it that you would have Tranſlations, Originals ? 
for tis the common opinion, that the bu/ine/5 of a 
Tranſlator is to zran/late, and not to invent, and of 
a Taylor to cloath, and not to create. But why 
ſhould you, my Lord, of all mankind, abuſe a 
Taylor? not to ſay 4/a/pheme him; if he can (as 


* Yet we have ſeen many of theſe extravagant Dictionaries, 
and are likely to ſee many more, in an age ſo abounding in 
ſcience, that the ey vehicles of it being inſufficient to diſ- 

e 


tribute it abroad, recourſe is had to this extraordinary method of 
tonveyance. | 


Fs 
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ſome think) at leaſt go halves with God Almighty 
in the formation of a Peay. Might not Dr. Her- 
qui rebuke you for this, and bid you Remember 
your Creator in the days of your Youth ? 
) From a Taylor, your Lordſhip Procregs (by a 
beautiful gradation) to a Silkman, 
Thus P—pe we find 
The gaudy Hinchcliff of a beauteous mind. 
Here too is ſome ambiguity, Does your Lordſhip 
ule Hinchcliff as a proper name] or as the Ladies ſay 
a Hincheli or a Colmar, for a Silk or a Fan? | 
will venture to affirm, no Critique can have a per- 
fe taſte of your Lordſhip's works, who does not 
underitand both your Male Phraje and your. Femal; 
Phraſe. | 
Your Lordſhip to finiſh your Climax, advances 
up to a Hatter; a Mechanic, whoſe Employment, 
you inform us, is not (as was generally imagined) 
to cewver people's beads, but to dreſs their brains . A 
moſt uſeful Mechanic indeed ! I can't help wiſhing 
to have been one, for ſome people's ſake. —But 
this too may be only another Lady-phrafe : Your 
Lordſhip and the Ladies may take a Head-gre/+ for 
a Head, and underſtand, that to adern the Head is 
the ſame thing as to dreſs the Brains. 

Upon the whole, I may thank your Lordſhip for 
this high Panegyric : For if I have but dre//'d up 
Homer, as your Taylor, Silkman, and Hatter have 
equip'd your Lordſpip, I muſt be owned to have 
dreſs'd him marwellou/ly indeed, and no wonder if 
he is admir'd by the Ladies t. 

For this Mechanic's, like the Hatter": pains, 


Are but fer dre 47 * do nk 5 brain. 
* + by Girls pies. / 
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After all, my Lord, I really wiſh you would learn 
your Grammar. What if you put yourſelf awhile 
under the Tuition of your Friend V m May 
not I with all reſpect ſay to you, what was ſaid to 
another noble Poet by Mr. Cowley, Pray, Mr. How- 
ard“, if you did read your Grammar, what harm 
would it do you ? You yourſelf with all Lords would 
learn to write +; tho' I don't ſee of what uſe it 
could be, if their whole buſineſs is to give their 
Votes t : It could only be ſerviceable in fgning their 
Proteſts, Yet ſurely this ſmall portion of learning 
might be indulged to your Lordſhip, without any 
Breach of that Privilege F you ſo generouſly aſſert 
to all thoſe of your rank, or too great an Infringe- 
ment of that Right ** which you claim as Heredi- 
tary, and for which, no doubt, your Noble Father 
will thank you. Surely, my Lord, no Man was 
ever ſo bent upon depreciating himſelf ! | 

All your Readers have obſerv'd the following 
Lines : 

How oft do aue hear ſome Witling pert and dull, 
By faſhion Coxcomb, and by nature Fool, 

With hackney Maxims, in dogmatic ftrain, 
Scoffing Religion and the Marriage chain ? 

Then from his Common-place-book be repeats, 

The Lawyers all are rogues, and Parſons cheats, 
That Vice and Virtue's but a jeſt, 

And all Morality Deceit well-areft ; 


* The Honourable Mr. Howard, celebrated fer his poetry: 


Þ+ And when you ſee me fairly write my name, 
For England's ſake wwifh all Lords did the ſame, EDS 


'] —A1 ur bur neſs is to dreſs and vete. p. 4. 
\ The want of brains, ibid, 
*#* To be fools, ibid. 
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That Life itſelf is like a wrangling game, etc. 
The whole Town and Court (my good Lord) have 
heard this Witling ; who is ſo much every body's 
acquaintance but his own, that I'll engage they all 
name the ſame Perſon But to hear you ſay, that this 
is only—of whipt Cream a frothy Store, is a ſuffi- 
cient proof, that never mortal was endued with fo 
humble an opinion both of himſelf and his own 
Wit, as your Lordſhip: For, I do aflure you, 
theſe are by much the beſt Verſes in your whole 
Poem.. | 
How unhappy is it for me, that a Perſon of your 
Lordſhip's Modeſty and Virtue, who manifeſts a ten- 
der regard for Religion, Matrimony and Morality; 
who, tho an Ornament to the Court, cultivate 
an exemplary Correſpondence with the Clergy; 
nay, who diſdain not charitably to converſe with, 
and even aſſiſt, ſome of the very worſt of Writers 
{ſo far as to caſt a few Conceits, or drop a few Anti- 
theſes, even among the Dear Joys of the Courant); 
that you, I ſay, ſhould look upon Me alone as re- 
probate and unamendable! Reflect what 7 as, 
and what 1 am. I am even Annihilated by your 
anger: For in theſe Verſes you have robbed me 
of all power to think *,. and in your others, of the 
very name of a Man! Nay, to ſhew that this is 
wholly your own doing, you have told- us that be- 
fore I wrote my la Epiftles (that is, before I un- 
luckily mention'd Fanny and Adonis, whom, I pro 
teſt, I knew not to be your Lordſhip's Relations) 
1 might have lived and died in glory . 


P- pe, who ne'er cou'd think, p. 7. 
Þ+ In glery then be might have liv'd and dy'd. ibid. 
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What would I not do to be well with your Lord- 
ip? Tho' you obſerve, I am a mere Jmitator of 
Homer, Horace, Boileau, Garth, etc. (which I have 
the leſs cauſe to be aſham'd of, ſince they were 
Imitators of one another ) yet what if I ſhould ſolemn- 
ly engage never to imitate your Lordſhip ? May it 
not be one ſtep towards an accommodation, that 
while you remark my Ignorance in Greek, you are ſo 
good as to ſay, you have forgot your own What if 
I ſhould confeſs I tranſlated from D' Acier ? That 
ſurely could not but oblige your Lordſhip, who are 
known to prefer French to all the learned Lan- 
guages. But allowing that in the ſpace of zawelve 
years acquaintance with Homer, I might unhappily 
contract as much Greet as your Lordſhip did in Two 


at the Univerſity, why may not I er it again as 


happily ? 

Till ſuch a reconciliation take effect, I have but 
one thing to intreat of your Lordſhip. It is, that 
you will not decide of my Principles on the ſame 
grounds as you have done of my Learning : Nor 
give the ſame account of my want of Grace, after 
you have loſt all acquaintance with my Per/on, as 
you do of my Want of Greek, after you have con- 
teſſedly loſt all acquaintance with the Language. 
You are too generous, my Lord, to follow the 
Gentlemen of the Dunciad quite ſo far, as to ſeek my 
utter Perdition ; as Nero once did Lucan's, merely 
for preſuming to be a. Poer, while one of ſo much 
greater quality was a Writer, I therefore make 


this humble requeſt to your Lordſhip, that the next 


time you pleaſe 70 awrite of me, ſpeak of me, or even 
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whiſper: of me *, you will recolle@ it is full eigh 
Years ſince I had the honour of any conver/ation or 
corre/pondence with your Lordſhip, except juft half 
an hour in a Lady's Lodgings at Court, and then! 
had the happineſs of her being preſent all the time, 
It would therefore be difficult even for your Lord- 
ſhip's penetration to tell, to what, or from what 
Principles, Parties, or Sentiments, Moral, Political, 
or Theological, I may have been converted, or per- 
verted in all that time. I beſcech your Lordſhip 
to conſider, the injury a man of your high Rank 
and Credit may do to a privare Perſon, under Penal 
Laws and many other diſadvantages, not for want 
of boneſty or conſcience, but merely perhaps for hav- 
ing too weak a head, or too tender a heart f. It is 
by the/e alone I have hitherto liv'd excluded from 
all pots of Profit or Truſt As I can interfere with 
the Views of no man, do not deny me, my Lord, 
all that is left, a little Praiſe, or the common En- 
couragement due, if not to my Genius, at leaſt to 
my Induſtry. 

Above all, your Lordſhip will be careful not to 
wrong my Moral Charadter, with Tross f under 
whoſe Protection I live, and through whoſe Lenity 
alone I can live with Comfort. Your Lordſhip, I 
am confident, upon conſideration will think, you 
inadvertently went a little 7 far when you recom- 
mended to THEe1k peruſal, and ſtrengthened by the 
weight of your Approbation, a Libe/, mean in its 


* The whiſper, that, to greatneſs ſtill too near, 
Perhaps yet vibrates on his — ear, 
fiſt. to Dr. Arbuthuet, 
1 See Letter to Biſhop Atterbury, Letter iv. 


1 The K. and Q. 
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reflections upon my poor figure, and ſcandalous in 
thoſe on my Honour and Integrity: wherein I was 
repreſented as an Enemy to Human Race, a Mur- 
% derer of Reputations, and a Monfler mark'd by 
« God like Cain, deſerving to wander accurs'd 
„through the World.” | 

A ſtrange Picture of a Man, who had the good 
fortune to enjoy many friends, who will be always 


remember'd as the firſt Ornaments of their Age 


and Country; and no Enemies that ever contriv'd 
to be heard of, except Mr. John Dennis, and your 
Lordſhip: A man, who never wrote a Line in 
which the Religion or Government of his Country, 
the Reyal Family, or their Miniſtry were diſreſpect- 
fully mentioned; the Animoſity of any one Party 
gratify'd at the expence of another; or any 


Cenſure paſt, but upon known Vice, acknowledg'd = 


Folly, or aggreſſing Impertinence, It is with infi- 
nite pleaſure he finds, that /ome Men who ſeem 
aſbam'd and afraid of nothing elſe, are ſo very ſen- 
lible of his Ridicule : And *tis for that very reaſon 
he reſolves (by the grace of God, and your Lord- 
ſhip's good leave) 

That, while he breathes, no rich or noble knave 

Shall walk the world in credit to his grave. 


This, he thinks, is rendering the beſt Service he 
can to the Public, and even to the good Govern- 
ment of his country ; and for this, at leaſt, he may 
deſerve ſome Countenance, even from the GR EAT-· 
£sT PERSONS in it. Your Lordſhip knows or 
Whom I ſpeak. Their NAuzs I ſhould be as 
ſorry, and as much aſham'd to place near yours, on 
ſuch an occaſion, as I ſhould be to ſee You, my 
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Lord, placed ſo near zheir Prxsoxs, if you could 
ever make ſo ill an Ufe of their Ear * as to aſperſe 
or miſrepreſent any innocent Man. 

This is all I ſhall ever aſk of your Lordſhip, ex- 
cept your pardon for this tedious Letter. I have 
the honour to be, with equal Re/pe# and Concern, 


My Lord, 


Your truly devoted Servant, 


A. POPE, 


®*. Cloſe at the ear of Eve. Epiſt. to Dr. Arbathnet, 


"_ 


L ET T Es 


TO AND FROM 


Ds. JONATHAN SWIFT. ete. 


FROM THE YEAR 1714 TO 1737. 


LES ISL | 
MR. POPE TO DR. SWIFT. 


June 18, 1714. 

TX 7 HATEVER Apologies it might become me 
to make at any other time for writing to 

you, I ſhall uſe none now, to a man who has own'd 
himſelf as ſplenetic as a Cat in the Country. In 
that circumſtance, I know by experience a letter 18 
a very uſeful, as well as amuſing thing : If you are 
too buiied in ſtate affairs to read it, yet you may 
find entertainment in folding it into divers figures, 
either doubling it into a pyramidical, or twiſting it 
into a ſerpentine form: or, if your diſpoſition 
ſhould not be ſo mathematical, in taking it with 
you to that place where men of ſtudious minds are 
apt to fit longer than ordinary ; where, after an 
abrupt diviſion of the paper, it may not be un- 
pleaſant to try to fit and rejoin the broken lines 
together. All theſe amuſements I am no ſtranger 
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you begin to reliſh them, in your preſent contem- 
plative ſituation. 

I remember a man, who was thought to have 
ſome knowledge in the world, uſed to affirm, that 
no people in town ever complained they were for- 
gotten by their Friends in the country : but my 
encreaſing experience convinces me he was miſtaken, 
for I find a great many here grievouſly complain- 
ing of you, upon this ſcore, I am told further, 
that you treat the few you correſpond with in a 
very arrogant ſtyle, and tell them you admire at 
their inſolence in diſturbing your meditations, or 
even enquiring of your retreat“: but this | will 
not poſitively aſſert, becauſe I never received any 
ſuch inſulting Epiſtle from you. My Lord Ox- 
ford ſays you have not written to him once ſince 
you went : but this perhaps may be only policy, in 
him or you: and I, who am half a Whig, mult not 
entirely credit any thing he affirms. At Button's 
it is reported you are gone to Hanover, and that 
Gay goes only on an Embaſſy to you. Others ap- 
prehend ſome dangerous State treatiſe from your 
retirement; and a Wit, who affects to imitate Bal- 
ſac, ſays, that the Miniſtry now are like thoſe 
Heathens of old, who received their oracles from 
the Woods. The Gentlemen of the Roman Ca- 
tholic perſuaſion are not unwilling to credit me, 
when I whiſper, that you are gone to meet ſome 
Jeſuits commiſſioned from the Court of Rome, in 


Some time before the Death of Queen Anne, when her 
Miniſters were quarrellingys and the Dean could not reconcile 
them, he retired to a Friend e Houſe | in Berkſhire, and never 
ſaw them after, 8. 
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order to ſettle the moſt convenient methods to be 
taken for the coming of the Pretender. Dr. Ar- 
buthnot is ſingular in his opinion, and imagines 
your only defign 1s to attend at full leiſure to the 
life and adventures of Scriblerus . This indeed 
muſt be granted of greater importance than all the 
reſt; and I with I could promiſe ſo well of you. 
The top of my own ambition is to contribute to 
that great work, and I ſhall tranſlate Homer by the 
by, Mr. Gay has acquainted you what progreſs 1 
have made in it, I can't name Mr, Gay, without 
all the acknowledgments which I ſhall ever owe 
you, on his account, If I writ this in verſe, I 
would tell you, you are like the ſun, and while 
men imagine you to be retired or abſent, are hour- 
ly exerting your indulgence, and bringing things 
to maturity for their advantage. Of all the world, 
you are the man (without flattery) who ſerve your 
friends with the leaſt oſtentation; it is almoſt in- 
gratitude to thank you, conſidering your temper ; 
and this is the period of all my letter which I fear 
you will think the moſt impertinent. I am with 
the trueſt affection, 


Yours, etc. 


This project (in which the principal perſons engaged were 
Dr. Arbuthnot, Dr. Swift, and Mr. Pope) was a very noble one. 
It was to write a complete ſatire in proſe upon the abuſes in 
every branch of ſcience, compriſed in the hiliory of the lite and 
writings of Scriblerus; the iſſue of which were on'y ſome de- 
tached parts end fragments, ſuch as the Memeirs of Scriblerus, 
the Travels of Gulliver, the Treatiſe of the P. „Hund, the literal 
Criticiſms on Virgil, etc. | 
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LETTER I. 
FROM DR. SWIFT TO MR. POPE, 


Dublin, June 28, 1715. 
Y Lord Biſhop of Clogher gave me your 
kind letter full of reproaches for my not 
writing. 1 am naturally no very exact correſpon- 
dent, and when I leave a country without proba- 
bility of returning, I think as ſeldom as I] can of 
what I loved or eſteemed in it, to avoid the Dej- 
derium which of all things makes life moſt uneaſy, 
But you muſt give me leave to add one thing, that 
you talk at your eaſe, being wholly unconcerned 
in public events: For, if your friends the Whigs 
continue, you may hope for ſome favour; if the 
Tories return, you are at leaſt ſure of quiet. You 
know how well J loved both Lord Oxford and Bo- 
lingbroke, and how dear the Duke of Ormond is 
to me: Do you imagine | can be eaſy while their 
enemies are endeavouring to take off their heads ? 
I nunc et verſus tecum meditare canoror—Do you 1ma- 
gine I can be eaſy, when I think of the probable 
conſequences of theſe proceedings, perhaps upon 
the very peace of the nation, but certainly of the 
minds of ſo many hundred thouſand good ſubjects? 
pon the whole, you may truly attribute my ſi- 
lence to the Eclipſe, but it was that Eclipſe which 
happened cn the firit of Auguſt, 
I borrowed your Homer from the Biſhop (mine 
is not yet landed) and read it out in two evenings. 


* Dr. St. Geerge Aſp, formerly a fellow of Trinity-Coliege, 
Dublin, (to whom the Dean was a Pupil) afterwards Biſhop of 
Clogher, and tranſlated to the See ot Derry in 1716-17. 8. 
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If it pleaſeth others as well as me, you have got 
your end in profit and reputation: Vet I am angry 
at ſome bad Rhymes and Triplets, and pray in 
your next do not let me have ſo many unjuſtifiable 
Rhymes to var and gods. I tell you all the faults 
I know, only in one or two places you are a little 
obſcure; but I expected you to be fo in one or 
two and twenty. I have heard no ſoul talk of it 
here, for indeed it is not come over; nor do we 
very much abound in judges, at leaſt I have not 
the honour to be acquainted with them. Your 
Notes are perfectly good, and ſo are your Preface 
and Eſſay. You are pretty bold in mentioning 
Lord Bolingbroke in that Preface : I ſaw the Key 
to the Lock but yeſterday: I think you have 
changed it a good deal, to adapt it to the preſent 
times +. 

God be thanked I have yet no Parliamentary bu- 
ſineſs, and if they have done with me, I ſhall never 
ſeek their acquaintance, I have not been very 
fond of them for ſome years paſt, not when I 
thought them tolerably good, and therefore if I 
can get leave to be abſent, I ſhall be much inclined 
to be on that fide, when there is a Parliament on 
this : bat truly I muſt be a little eaſy in my mind 
before I can think of Scriblerus. 

You are to underſtand that I live in the corner 
of a vaſt unfurniſhed houſe ; my family conſiſts of a 
ſteward, a groom, a helper in the ſtable, a footman, 


+ Put theſe two laſt obſervations together, and it will appear, 
that Mr. Pope was never wanting to his 'riendsdor tear of Party, 
nor would he inſult a Miniſtry to humour them. He ſaid of 
himſelf, and I believe he ſaid truly, that he never wrote a line 
to gratify the animoſity of «ny one party at the expence of ang- 
tber. See the Letter to a noble Lord. 
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and an old maid, who are all at board-wages, and 
when I do not dine abroad, or make an entertain. 
ment (which laſt 1s very-rare) I eat a mutton pye, 
and drink half a pint of wine: My amuſements 
are defending my ſmall dominions againſt the 
Archbiſhop, and endeavouring to reduce my re- 
bellious Choir. Perditur haec inter miſero lux. | 
deſire you will preſent my humble ſervice to Mr. 
Addiſon, Mr. Congreve, and Mr. Rowe, and 
Gay. I am, and will be always, extremely yours, 
etc. 


— 


LETTER UL 
MR. POPE TO DR. SWIFT. 


June 20, 1716. 
CANNOT ſuffer a friend to croſs the Iriſh 
ſeas without bearing a teſtimony from me of the 
conſtant eſteem and affection I am both obliged and 
inclined to have for you. It is better he ſhould 
tell you than I, how often you are in our thoughts 
and in our cups, and how | learn to fleep leſs “ and 
drink more whenever you are named among us. 
look upon a friend in Ireland as upon a friend in the 
other world, whom (popiſhly ſpeaking) I believe 
conſtantly well diſpoſed towards me, and ready to 
do me all the good he can, in that ſtate of ſepara- 
tion, though I hear nothing from him, and make 
addreſſes to him but very rarely. A proteſtant di- 
vine cannot take it amiſs that I treat him in the 
ſame manner with my patron Saint. 


* Alluding to his conſtant cuſtom of ſleeping after dinner. 
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I can tell you no news, but what you will not 
ſufficiently wonder at, that | ſuffer many things as 
an author militant : whereof in your days of pro- 
bation you have been a ſharer, or you had not ar- 
rived to that triumphant ſtate you now deſervedly 
enjoy in the Church. As for me, I have not the leaſt 
hopes of the Cardinalate, tho? I ſuffer for my reli- 
gion in almoſt every weekly paper. I have begun 
to take a pique at the Pſalms of David (if the 
wicked may be credited, who have printed a ſcan- 
dalous one“ in my name.) This report I dare not 
diſcourage too much, in a proſpect I have at preſent 
of a poſt under the Marquis de Langallerie +, 
wherein if I can but do ſome ſignal ſervice againſt 
the Pope, I may be conſiderably advanced by the 
Turks, the only religious people I dare confide in. 
If it ſhould happen hereafter that I ſhould write for 
the holy law of Mahomet, I hope it may make no 
breach between you and me; every one muſt live, 
and I beg you will not be the man to manage the 
controverſy againſt me. The Church of Rome [ 
judge (from many modern ſymptoms, as well as 
ancient prophecies) to be in a declining condition; 
that of England will in a ſhort time be ſcarce able 
to maintain her own family : ſo Churches fink as 
generally as Banks in Europe, and for the ſame 
reaſon ; that Religion and trade, which at firſt 
were open and free, have been reduced into the 
Management of Companies, and the Roguery of 


Directors. 


* In Curl's Collection. 
F One who made a noiſe then, as Count Bonnival has done 
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I don't know why I tell you all this, but that! 
always loved to talk to you ; but this is not a time 
for any man to talk to the purpoſe. Truth is a 
a kind of contraband commodity, which I would 
not venture to export, and therefore the only thing 
tending that dangerous way which [I ſhall ſay, is, 
that I am, and always will be, with the utmoſt 
ſincerity, 

Yours, etc. 


* 


LETTER IV. 
FROM DR. SWIFT TO MR. POPE. 


Aug. 30, 1716, 

H AD the favour of yours by Mr. F. of whom, 
before any other queſtion relating to your health 

or fortune, or ſucceſs as a Poet, I enquired your 
principles in the common form, Is he a Whig or 
a Tory?“ I am ſorry to find they are not fo well 
tallied to the preſent juncture as I could wiſh. I 
always thought the terms of Fade and Jure had 
been introduced by the Poets, and that Poſſeſſion 
of any ſort in Kings was held an unexceptionable 
title in the Courts of Parnaſſus. If you do not 
grow a perfect good ſubject in all its preſent 
latitudes, I ſhall conclude you are become rich, 
and able to live without dedications to men in 
power, whereby one great inconveniency will fol- 
low, that you and the world and poſterity will be 
utterly ignorant of their Virtues. For, either your 
brethren have miſerably deceived us theſe hundred 
years paſt, or Power confers Virtue, as naturally 
as five of your Popiſh ſacraments do Grace.— 
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You ſleep leſs and drink more——But your maſter 
Horace was Vinum ſomnique benignus and, as I 
take it, both 'are proper for your trade, As to 
mine, there are a thouſand poetical texts to confirm 
the one; and as to the other, I know it was an- 
© ciently the cuſtom to ſleep in Temples for thoſe 
&W who would conſult the Oracles, Who dftaten to 
me {lumbering *, etc. 

You are an ill Catholic, or a worſe Gnesen 
for I can aſſure you, Ireland is not Paradiſe, and [ 
appeal even to any Spaniſh divine, whether Ad- 
dreſſes were ever made to a friend in Hell, or Pur- 
gatory ? And who are all theſe enemies you hint 
at? I can only think of Curl, Gildon, Squire Bur- 
net, Blackmore, and a few others whoſe fame 1 
have forgot; Tools, in my opinion as neceſſary for 
a good writer, as pen, ink, and paper. And be- 
ſides, I would fain know whether every Draper 
doth not ſhew you three or four damn'd pieces of 
ſtuff to ſet off his good one ? However I will grant, 
that one thorough Bookſelling- Rogue is better 
qualified to vex an author, than all his cotempo- 
rary ſcriblers in Critic or Satire, not only by ſtolen 
Copies of what was incorrect or unfit for the pub- 
lic, but by downwright laying other mens dulneſs 
at your door. I had a long deſign upon the Ears of 
that Curl, when I was in credit, but the Rogue would 
-never allow me a fair ſtroke at them, although my 
penknife was ready drawn and ſharp. I can hardly 
believe the relation of his being poiſoned, although 
the hiſtorian pretends to be an eye-witneſs : But [ 
beg pardon, Sack might do it, although Rats-bane 
would not. I never ſaw the thing you mention as 


* Milton, _ 
Vor. VI. (GG 
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falſely imputed to you; but I think the frolicks of 
merry hours, even when we are guilty, ſhould not 
be left to the mercy of our beſt friends, until Cuil 
and his reſemblers are hanged. 

With ſubmiſſion to the, better judgment of you 
and your friends, I take your project of an employ. 
ment under the Turks to be idle and unneceſſary, 
Have a little patience, and you will find moe 
merit and encouragement at home by the ſame me- 
thods. You are ungrateful to your country ; quit 
but your own Religion, and ridicule ours, and that 
will allow you a free choice for any other, or for 
none at all, and pay you well into the bargain, 
Therefore pray do not run and diſgrace us among 
the Turks, by telling them you were forced to 
leave your native home, becauſe we would oblige 
you to be a Chriſlian; whereas we will make it 
appear, to all the world, that we aply corppellcl 
you to be a Whag. 

There is a young ingenious Quaker in this tows, 
who writes verſes to his miſtreſs, not very correct, 
but in a ſtrain purely what a poetical Quaker ſhould 
do, commending her look and habit, etc.. It gave me 
a-hint that a ſet of Quaker paſtorals might ſucceed, 
if your friend Gay could fancy it, and I think it 
a fruitful ſubject; pray hear what he ſays. | be- 
lieve further, the paſtoral ridicule is not exhauſted; 
end that a porter, footman, or + chairman's. paſo- 
ral might do * Or what think you of a 


Gay did write a paſtoral of this kind, whick is publiſked in 
bis works, 
12cm himſelf wrote one of this kjnd, intitled Der met ut 
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Newgate paſtoral, among the whores and thieves 
there. 

Laſtly, to conclude, I love you never the worſe 
for ſeldom writing to you. I am in an obſcure 
ſcene, where you know neither thing nor perſon, 
1 can only anſwer yours, which I promiſe to do 
aſter a ſort whenever you think fit to employ me. 
But I can aſſure you, the ſcene and the times have 
depreſſed me wondeifully, for I will impute no 
defect to thoſe two paltry years which have ſlipped 
by ſince I had the happineſs to ſee you. I am with 
the trueſt eſteem, 

Your's, etc. 


* „„ * V — * 
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„ LETTER w. 
FROM DR. SWIFT TO-MR.-POPE. 


Dublin, Jan. 10, 1921» 
THOUSAND things have vexed me of 
late years, upon which I am determined to 
lay open my mind to you. I rather chuſe to ap- 
peal to you than to my Lord Chief Juſtice Whit- 
ſhed, under the ſituation I am in, For, I take this 
cauſe properly to lie before you: You are a much 
litter Judge of what concerns the credit of a Writer, 
the injuries that are done him, and the reparations 
he ought to receive. Beſides, I doubt whether the 
arguments I could ſuggeſt to prove my own inno- 
cence would be of much weight from the gentle- 
men of the Long-robe to thoſe in Furs, upon whoſe 
deciſion about the difference of Style or Senti- 


* This Letter Mr. Pope. never received. P. gor did he be- 
lieve it was ever (eat. 
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ments, I ſhould be very unwilling to leave the me. 
rits of my Cauſe. 

Give me leave then to put you in mind (al. 
though you cannot eaſily forget it) that about ten 
weeks before the Queen's death, I left the town, 
upon occaſion of that incurable breach among the 
great men at Court, and went down to Berkſhire, 
where you may remember that you gave me the fa- 
vour of a viſit. While I was in that retirement, I 
writ a diſcourſe which I thought might be uſeful 
in ſuch a juncture of affairs, and ſent it up to Lon- 
don; but, upon ſome difference in opinion between 
me * a certain great Miniſter now abroad, the 
publiſhing of it was deferred ſo long, that the 
Queen died, and 1 recalled my copy, which hath 
been ever fince in ſafe hands. In a few weeks after 
the loſs of that excellent Princeſs, I came to my 
ſtation here; where I have continued ever ſince in 
the greateſt privacy, and utter ignorance of thoſe 
events, which are moſt commonly talked of in the 
world. I neither know the names nor number of 
the Royal Family which now reigns, further than 
the Prayer-book informs me. I cannot tell who is 
Chancellor, who are Secretaries, nor with what 
nations we are in peace or war. And this manner 
of life was not taken up out of any ſort of Affecta- 
tion, but merely to avoid giving offence, and for 
fear of provoking Party-zeal. 

I had indeed written ſome Memorials of the four 
laſt years of the Queen's reign, with ſome. other 
informations, which I received, as neceſſary mate- 
rials to qualify me for doing ſomething 1 in an»em- 
* then deſigned me “: But, as it was at the 


* Hiſtoriographer: P. 
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difpoſal of a perſon, who had not the ſmalleſt ſhare 
of ſteadineſs or ſincerity, I diſdained to accept it. 

Theſe papers at my few hours of health and lei- 
fare, I have been digeſting “ into order by one 
#eet at a time, for ] dare not venture any further, 
leſt the humour of ſearching and ſeizing papers 
ſhould revive ; not that I am in pain of any danger 
to myſelf (for they contain nothing of preſent 
Times or Perſons, upon which 1 ſhall never loſe a 
thought while there is a Cat or a Spaniel in the 
houſe) but to preſerve them from being loſt among 
Meſſengers and Clerks, 

| have written in this kingdom, a + diſcourſe to 
perſuade the wretched people to wear their own 
ManufaQures inftead of thoſe from England. This 
Treatiſe ſoon ſpread very faſt, being agreeable to- 
the ſentiments of the whole nation, except of thoſe 
gentlemen who had employments, or were Expect- 
ants, Upon which a perſon in great office here 
immediately took the alarm: he ſent in haſte for 
the Chief Juſtice, and informed him of a ſeditious, 
factious, and virulent Pamphlet, lately publiſhed 


* Theſe papers ſome years after were brought finiſhed by >< 


Dean into Eugland, with an intention to publiſu them. But 
L. Bol. on whoſe judgment he relied, diſſuaded hi a from that 
deſign. He told the Dean, there were ſeveral facts he kaew 
to de falls, and that the whole was fo much in the ſpirit of 
party writing, that, though it might have made a ſeaſonable 
pamphlet in the time of their Adminiſtration, it was a diſhonour 
tb ju't biſtory. It is to be obſerved, that the Treaiurer Oxford 
was the Hero of the ſtory, The Dean would do nothing agaiaſt 
br friend's judgment, yet it extremely chagrined him. And he 
told a corumon friend, that ſince L. B. did not approve his hiſ- 
tory, he would caſt it into the fire, though it was the beſt work 
he had ever written, However it did not undergo this fate, and 
is laid to be yet in being. It has been fince publiſhed, 


Þ A Propoſal for the univerſal Uſe of Iriſh ManufaQtures. P. 
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with a deſign of ſetting the two Kingdoms at va. 


riance ; directing at the ſame time that the Printer 
ſhould be proſecuted to the utmoit rigor of lay, 
The Chief Juſtice had ſo quick an ' underſtanding, 
that he reſolved, if poſſible, to out-do his orders, 
The Grand-Juries of the county and city wete 
practiſed eſfectually with to repreſent the ſaid 
Pamphlet with all aggravating Epichets, for which 
they had thanks, ſent them. from England, and 
their Preſentments publiſhed for ſeveral, weeks in 
all the news-papers.. The Printer was ſeized, aud 
forced to give great bail : after nis trial the Jury 
brought him in Not Guilty, although they had 
been culled with the utmoit induſtry; the Chief 
Jukice ſent them back nine times, and kept them 
eleven hours, until being perfectly tired out, they 
were forced to leave the matter to the mercy of the 
Judge, by what they call a ſpecial Verdict. Dur- 
ing the trial, the Chief Juſtice, among other ſin- 
gularities, laid his hand on his breaſt, and protelt- 
ed ſolemnly that the Author's deſign was, to bring 
in the Pretender ; although there was not a' ſingle 
fyllable of Party in the whole Treatiſe, and al- 
though it was known that the moſt eminent of 
thoſe who profeſſed his own principles, publicly 
diſallowed his proceedings. But the cauſe being 
ſo very odious and impopular, the trial of the 
Verdict was deferred from one Term to another, 
until upon the Duke of G--ft-n the Lord Lieute- 
nant's arrival, his Grace, after mature advice, 
and permiſſion from rr was pleaſed to grant 
a nol: preſegui. 

This is the more remarkable, becauſe it is ſaid 
that the man is no ill decider in common caſes ct 
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property, where party is out of the queſtion ; but 
when that intefvenes, with ambition at heels to 
puſh it forward, it muſt needs confound any man 
of little ſpirit, and low birth, who hath no other 
endowment than that ſort of Knowledge, which, 
however poſſeſſed in the higheſt degree, can poſſibly 
give no one good quality to the mind “. 

It is true, | have been much concerned, for ſe- 
veral years paſt, upon account of the public as well 
as for myſelf, to ſee how ill a taſte for wit and 
ſenſe prevails in the world, which Politics, and 
South-ſea, and Party, and Opera's, and Maſque- 
rades have introduced. For, befides many infipid 
papers which the malice of ſome hath entitled me 
to, there are many perſons appearing to wiſh me 
well, and pretending to be judges of my ſtyle and 
manner, who have yet aſcribed ſome writings to 
me, of which any man of common ſenſe and lite- 


Thie is a very ſtrange aſſertion, To ſuppoſe that s con- 
ſummate knowledge of the Laws, by which civilized ſocicties 
aie governed, can give no one goed quality to the mind, in mak- 
ing Ethics (of which public laws are fo confiderable a part) 4 
very unprofitable ſtudy, The beſt diviſion of the ſciences is tht 
old one of Plato, into Ethics, Phyſics, and Logic. The ſeverer 
Philoſophers condemn à total application to the two latter, be- 
cauſe they have no tendency to mend the heart; and recommend- 
ed the firit as our principal ſtudy, forits efficacy in this important 
ſervice. And ſure, it any human ſpeculations have this effect, 
they mult be thoſe which have man for their object, as a res- 
ſonable, 2 ſocial, and à civil being, And theſe are all included 
under Ethics; whether you call the ſcience Morality or Laws, 
With regard to the Common-Law of England, we may juſtly 
apply to it what Tully ſays of the law of the twelve tables. 
** Fremant omnes lice', dicam quod ſentio: bibliothecas meher- 
* cule omnmm Phileſ{ophorum unum mihi videtur Pandectarum 
volumen et authoritatis pondere et utilitatis ubertate ſu 
* rare.” But the beſt evidence of its moral efficacy is the 
manner of its Profeſſors : and theſe, in every age, have been 
ſach as were the firſt improved, and the leſt corrupted. 
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rature would be heartily aſhamed. I cannot for. 
bear inſtancing a Treatiſe called a Dedication up 
Dedications, which many would have to be mine, 
although it be as empty, dry, and ſervile a compo- 
fition, as I remember at any time to have read. 
But above all, there is one Circumſtance which 
makes it impoſſible for me to have been Author of 
a Treatiſe, wherein there are ſeveral pages contain- 
ing a Panegyric on King George, of whoſe cha- 
racter and perſon ] am utterly ignorant, nor exer 
had once the curioſity to enquire into either, living 
at ſo great a diſtance as I do, and having long done 
with whatever can relate to public matters. 

Indeed I have formerly delivered my thoughts 
very freely, whether I were aſked or no; but never 
affected to be a Counſellor, to which I kad no man- 
ner of call. I was humbled enough to ſee myſelf 
ſo far out-done by the Earl of Oxford in my own 
trade as a Scholar, and too good a courtier not to 
diſcover his contempt of thoſe who would be men 
of importance out of their ſphere. Beſides, to ſay 
the truth, although I have known many great Mi- 
niſters ready enough to hear Opinions, yet ] have 
hardly ſeen one that would ever deſcend to take 
Advice; and this pedantry ariſes from a Maxim 
themſelves do not believe at the ſame time they 
practiſe by it, that there is ſomething profound 
in Politics, which men of plain honeſt ſenſe cannot 
arrive to. 

[ only wiſh my endeavours had ſucceeded better 
in the great point I had at heart, which was that 
of reconciling the Miniſters to each other. This 
might have been done, if others, who had more 
concern and more 9 would have acted theit 


. 
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parts; and, if this had ſucceeded, the public in- 
tereſts both of Church and State would not have 


been the worſe, nor the Proteſtant Succeſſion en- - 


dangered. 
But, whatever opportunities a conſtant attend- 


ance of four years might have given me for endea- 
vouring to do good offices to particular perſons, 
] deſerve at leaſt to find tolerable quarter from 
thoſe of the other Party; for many of which | was 
a conſtant advocate with the Earl of Oxford, and 
for this I appeal to his Lordſhip: He knows how 
often I preſſed him in favour of Mr. Addiſon, Mr. 
Congreve, Mr. Rowe, and Mr. Steel ; although 
freely confeſs that his Lordſhip's kindneſs to them 
was altogether owing to his generous notions, and 
the eſteem he had for their wit and parts, of which 
I could only pretend to be a remembrancer. For 
I can never forget the anſwer he gave to the late 
Lord Halifax, who upon the firſt change of the Mi- 
niſtry interceded with him to ſpare Mr. Congreve : 
It was by repeating theſe. two lines of Virgil, 


Non obtuſa adeo geſtamus f ectora Poeni, 

Nec tam averſus equos Tyria Sol junbit ab urbe. 
Purſuant to which, he always treated Mr, Con- 
greve with the greateſt perſonal civilities, aſſuring 
him of his conſtant favour and proteQion, and 
adding that he would ſtudy to do ſomething better 
for him. 

I remember it was in thoſe times a uſual ſubje& 
of raillery towards me among the Miniſters, that [ 
never came to them without a Whig in my fleeve : 
which I do not ſay with any view towards making 
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my Court: For, the new principles * fixed to thoſe 
of that denomination, I did then, and do now from 
my heart abhor, deteſt, and abjure, as wholly de- 
generate from their predeceſſors. I have converſed 
in ſome freedom with more miniſters of State of all 
parties than uſually happens to men af my level, 
and, I confeſs, in their capacity as Miniſters, l 


look upon them as a race of people whoſe acquaint- 


ance no man would court otherwiſe than upon the 
ſcore of Vanity or Ambition. The firſt quickly 
wears oft (and 1s the Vice of low minds, for a man 
cf ſpirit is too proud to be vain) and the other was 
not my eaſe. Beſides, having never received more 
than one ſmall favour, I was under no neceſſity of 


being a flave to men in power, but choſe my 
friends by their perſonal merit, without examining 


how far their notions agreed with the politics then 
in vogue. I frequently converſed with Mr. Addi 
ſon, and the others I named (except Mr, Steel) 
during all my Lord Oxford's Miniſtry, and Mr. 
Addiſon's friendſhip to me continued imvolable, 
with as much kindneſs as when we uſed to meet at 


my Lord Sommers + or Halifax, who were leaders 


of the oppoſite Party, 

I would infer from all this, that it is with great 
injuſtice I have theſe many years been pelted by 
your Pamphleteers, merely upon account of ſome 
regard which the Queen's laſt Miniſters were pleaſ- 
ed to have for me: and yet in my conſcience | 


* He means particularly the principle at that time charged 
2 them by their Enemies of an intention to. preſcribe the 

ories, » 

+ Lord Sommers had very warmly recommended Dr. Swift 
to the favour of Lord Wharton when he went the Queen's Lieu- 
tenar.t into Ireland, in the year 1709. 


think I am a partaker in every ill defign they had 
againſt the Proteſtant Succeſſion, or the Liberties 
and Religion of their Country; and can fay with 
Cicero, „that I {ould be proud to be included 
« with them in all their actions rangvam in egus 
« Trojano.” But if I have never diſcovered by my 


words, writings, or actions, any party virulence , 


or dangerous deſigns againſt the preſent powers; 
if my friendſhip and converſation were equally 
ſhewn among thoſe who liked or diſapproved 
the proceedings then at Court, and that I was 
known to be a common Friend of all deſerving 
perſons of the latter fort, when they were in diſ- 
treſs: J cannot but think it hard, that I am not 
ſuffered to run quietly among the common herd of 
people, whoſe opinions unfortunately differ from 
thoſe which lead to favour and Preferment. 

] ought to let you know, that the Thing we 
called a Whig in England 1s a creature altogether 
different from thoſe of the ſame denomination here; 
at leaſt it was ſo during the reign of her late Ma- 
jeſty. Whether thoſe on your ſide have changed 
or no, it hath not been my buſineſs to enquire. I 
remember my excellent friend Mr. Addiſon, when 
he firk came over hither Secretary to the Earl of 
Wharton, then Lord Lieutenant, was extremely 
offended at the Conduct and diſcourſe of the Chief 
Managers here: He told me they were a fort of 
people who ſeemed to think, that the principles of 


a Whig conſiſted in nothing elſe but damning the 


Church, wn the Clergy, abetting the Diſſen- 


* The Examiaers, I ſuppoſe, were not then publiſhed amongſt 
the Deau's works, 


FROM DR. SWIFT, etc. 131 


132 LETTERS TO AND 
ters, and ſpeaking contemptibly of revealed Re- 


ligion. A _ 
I was diſcourfing ſome years ago with a certain 
Miniſter about that whiggiſh and fanatical Genius, 
ſo prevalent among the Engliſh of this kingdom: 
his Lordſhip accaunted for it by that number of 
Cromwell's Soldiers, adventurers eſtabliſhed here, 
who were all of the ſoureſt leven, and the meaneſt 
birth, and whoſe poſterity are now in poſſeſſion of 
their lands and their principles. However, it muſt 
be confeſſed, that of late ſome people in this coun- 
try are grown weary of quarrelling, becauſe inte- 
reſt, the great motive of quarrelling, is at an end; 
for, it is hardly worth contending who ſhall be an 
Exciſeman, a Country-Vicar, a Cryer in the 
Courts, or an Under-Clerk. 
You will perhaps be inclined. to think, that a 
perſon ſo ill treated as I have been, muſt at ſome 
time or other have diſcovered very. dangerous opi- 
nions in government; in anſwer to which, I will 
tell you that my Political Principles were in the 
time of her late glorious Majeſty, which I never 
contradicted by any action, writing, or diſcourſe. 
Firſt, I always. declared myſelf againſt a Popiſh 
Succeſſor to the Crown, whatever Title he might 
have by the proximity of blood : Neither did I ever 
regard the right line, except upon two accounts: 
firſt, as it was eftabliſhed by law ; and ſecondly, as 
it hath much weight in the opinions of the people. 
For neceſſity may aboliſh any Law, but cannot alter 
the ſentiments of the vulgar ; Right of inheritance 
being perhaps the moſt popular of all topics : ard 
therefore in great Changes when that is broke, 
there will remain much heart-burning and diſcon- 
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tent among the meaner people; which (under a 
weak Prince and corrupt Adminiſtration) may have 
the worſt conſequences upon the peace of any ſtate. 

As to what is called a Revolution principle, my 
opinion was this; That whenever thoſe evils, which 
uſually attend and follow a violent change of Go- | 
vernment, were not in probability ſo: pernicious as 
the grievance we ſuffer under a preſent power, then 
the public good will juſtify ſuch a Revolution. 
And this I took to have been the caſe in the Prince. 
of Orange's. Expedition, although. in. the conſe- 
quences it produced ſome very bad effects, whick: 
are likely to ſtick long enough by us.. 

I had likewiſe in thoſe days a mortal antipathy: 
againſt Standing Armies in times of Peace. Be- 
cauſe J always took. Standing Armies to be only 
ſervants hired by the Maſter of the family for keep-. 
ing his own children in ſlavery; and becauſe I. 
conceived, that a Prince, who could not think him- 
ſelf ſecure without Mercenary. Troops, muſt needs 
have a ſeparate intereſt from that of his Subjects. 
Although I am not ignorant of thoſe artificial Ne- 
ceſſities which a corrupted Miniſtry can create, for 
keeping up Forces to ſupport a Faction againſt the 
public Intereſt. 

As to Parliaments,. I adored the wiſdom of that 
Gothic Inſtitution, which made them annual : and 
I was confident our Liberty could never be placed. 
upon a firm foundation until that-ancient law were 
reſtored among us. For, who ſees not, that, while 
ſuch Aſſemblies are permitted to have a longer du- 
ration, there grows up a commerce of corruption 
between the Miniſtry and the Deputies, wherein 
they both find their accounts, to the manifeſt dan- 
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ger of Liberty? which Traffic would neither an- 
ſwer the deſign nor expence, if Parliaments met 
once a year. 

I ever abominated that ſcheme of Politics, (now 
about thirty years old) of ſetting up a monied In- 
tereſt in oppoſition to the landed. For I conceiv- 
ed, there could not be a truer maxim in our Go- 
vernment than this, That the Poſſeſſors of the ſoil 
are the beſt Judges of what 1s for the advantage of 
the kingdom. If others had thought the ſame way, 
Funds of Credit and South-Sea Projects would nei- 
ther have been felt nor heard of. 

I could never diſcover the neceſſity of ſuſpending 
any Law upon which the Liberty of the moſt inno- 
cent perſons depended ; neither do I think this 
Practice hath made the taſte of Arbitrary Power fo 
agreeable, as that we ſhould defire to ſee it repeat- 
ed. Every Rebellion ſubdued and Plot diſcovered, 
contribute to the firmer eſtabliſhment of the Prince: 
In the latter caſe, the knot of Conſpirators is en- 
tirely broke, and they are to begin their work anew 
under a thouſand diſadvantages : ſo that thoſe dili- 
gent enquiries into remote and problematical guilt, 
with a new power of enforcing them by chains and 
dungeons to every perſon whoſe face a Miniſter 
thinks fit to diflike, are not only oppoſite to that 
Maxim, which declareth it better that ten guilty 
men ſhould eſcape, than one innocent ſuffer ; but 
likewiſe leave a gate wide open to the whole tribe 
of Informers, the moſt accurſed, and proſtitute, and 
abandoned race, that God ever permitted to plague 
mankind. 

It is true the Romans had a cuſtom of chuſing a 
Dictator, during whoſe adminiſtration the Power 


* 
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of other Magiſtrates was ſuſpended; but this was 
done upon the greateſt emergencies; a War near 
their doors, or ſome civil Diſſention: For Armies 
muſt be governed by arbitrary power. But when 
the Virtue of that Commonwealth gave place to 
luxury and ambition, this very office of Dictator 
became perpetual in the perfons of the Caeſars and 
their Succeſſors, the moſt infamous Tyrants that 
have any where appeared in ſtory. 

Theſe are ſome of the ſentiments I had relating 
to public affairs, while | was in the world: what 
they are at preſent, is of little 1mportance either to 
that or myſelf ; neither can truly fay I have any 
at all, or, if I had, I dare not venture to publiſh 
them : For however orthodox they may be while I 
am now writing, they may become crimmal enough 
to bring me into trouble before midſummer. And 
inceed I have often wiſhed far ſome time paſt, that 
a political Catechiſm might be publiſhed by autho- 
rity four times a year, in order to inſtruct us how 
we are to ſpeak, write, and act during the current 
quarter, I have by experience felt the want of 
fuch an inſtructor: for, intending to make my court 
to ſome people on the prevailing fide by advancing 
certain old whiggiſh principles, which it ſeems, 
had been exploded about a month before, I have 
paſſed for a diſaffeted perſon. I am not ignorant 
how idle a thing it is, for a man in obſcurity to 
attempt defending his reputation as a Writer, while 
the ſpirit of Faction has ſo univerſally poſieſſed the 
minds of men, that they are not at leiſure to attend 
to any thing elſe. They will juſt give themſelves 
time to libel and accuſe me, but cannot ſpare a mi- 
nute to hear my defence. So in a plot-diſcovering 
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age, I have often known an innocent man ſeiz 
and impriſoned, and forced to lie ſeveral mon 
in chains, while the Miniſters were not at leiſure to 
hear his petition, until they had proſecuted and 
banged the number they propoſed. 

All I can reaſonably hope for by this letter, is 
to convince my friends, and others who are pleaſed 
to wiſh me well, that I have neither been fo ill a 
Subject nor ſo ſtupid an Author, as I have been re- 
preſented by the virulence of Libellers, whoſe ma- 
lice hath taken the ſame train in both, by father- 
ing dangerous Principles in government upon me, 
which I never maintained, and inſipid Productions, 
which I am not capable of writing. For, however 
I may have been ſoured by perſonal ill treatment, 
or by melancholy proſpects for the public, I am too 
much a politician to expoſe my own ſafety by of- 
fenſive words. And, if my genius and ſpirit be 
ſunk by encreaſing years, I have at leaſt enough 
diſcretion left, not to miſtake the meaſure of my 
own abilities, by attempting ſubjects where thoſe 
Talents are neceſſary, which perhaps I may have 
| loſt with my youth. 


LIT VI. 
DR. SWIFT TO. MR. GAY. 


, Dublin, Jan. 8, 1722-3. 

OMING home after a ſhort Chriſtmas ram- 
ble, I found a letter upon my table, and little 
expected when I opened it to read your name at the 
bottom. The beſt and greateſt part of my life, 
until theſe laſt cight years, 1 ſpent in England: 
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there I made my friendſhips, and there I left my 
deſires. I am condemned for ever to another coun- 
__ what is in prudence to be done? I think, to 
be oblitu/que meorum, obliviſcendus et illis, What 
can be the deſign of your letter but malice, to wake 
me out of a ſcurvy ſleep, which however is bettex 
than none? I am towards nine years older fince I 
left you, yet that is the leaſt of my alterations; my 
buſineſs, my diverſions, my converſations, are all 
eutirely changed for the worſe, and ſo are my ſtu- 
dies and my amuſements in writing ; yet, after all, 
this humdrum way of life might be paſſable enough, 
if you would let me alone. I ſhall not be able to 
reliſh my wine, my parſons, my horſes, nor my 
garden for three months, until the ſpirit you have 
raiſed ſhall be diſpoſſeſſed, I have ſometimes won- 
dered that I have not viſited you, but I have been 
ſtopt by tod many reaſons, beſides years and lazi- 
neſs, and yet theſe are very good ones, Upon my 
return after half a year amongſt you, there would 
dbe to me Defiderio nec pudor nec medus. | was three 
years reconciling myſelf to the ſcene, and the buſi- 
neſs, to which fortune hath condemned me, and 
ſtupidity was what J had recourſe to. Beſides, 
what a figure ſhould I make in London, while my 
friends are in poverty, exile, diſtreſs, or impriſon- 
ment, and my enemies with rods of iron? Yet I 
often threaten myſelf with the journey, and am every 
ſummer practiſing to get health to bear it: The 
only i inconvenience is, that I grow old in the expe- 
riment. Although I care not to talk to you as a Di- 
vine, yet J hope you have not been author of your 
colic: do you drink bad wine, or keep bad com- 
pany? Are you not as many years older as I? It will 
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not be always Er tibi guos mihi dempſerit Apponet av. 
nos. I am heartily ſorry you have any dealing 
with that ugly diſtemper, and I believe our friend 
Arbuthnot will recommend you to temperance and 
exerciſe. I wiſh they could have as good an effect 
upon the giddineſs I am ſubject to, and which this 
moment I am not free from. I ſhould have been glad 
if you had lengthned your letter by telling me the 
preſent condition of many of my old acquaintance, 
Cengreve, Arbuthnot, Lewis, etc. but you men- 
tion only Mr. Pope, who 1 believe is lazy, or elſe he 
might have added three lines of hi: own. I am ex- 
tremely glad he is not in your caſe of needing great 
mens favour, and could heartily with that you were 
in his. I have been conſidering why Poets have 
ſuch ill ſucceſs in making their Court, ſince they 
are allowed to be the greateſt and beſt of all flat- 
terers : The defect is, that they flatter only in print 
or in writing, but not by word of mouth: I hey 
will give things under their hand which they make 
a conſcience of ſpeaking. Beſides, they are too 
libertine to haunt antichambers, too poor to bribe 
Porters and Footmen, and too proud to cringe to 
ſecond-hand favourites in a great family. Tell 
me, are you not under Original fin by the dedica- 
tion of your Eclogues to Lord Bolingbroke? I am an 
ill Judge at this diſtance ; and beſides, am, for my 
eaſe, utterly ignorant of the commoneſt things that 
paſs in the world; but if all Courts have a ſame- 
neſs in them (as the Parſons phraſe it) things may 
be as they were in my time, when all employments 
went to Parliament-mens Friends, who had been 
uſefol in Elections, and there was always a huge 
Liſt of names in arrears at the Treaſury, which 
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would at leaſt take up your ſeven years expedient 
to diſcharge even one half, I am of opinion, if 
you will not be offended, that the ſureſt courſe 
would be to get your Friend who lodgeth in your 
houſe, to recommend you to the next chief Govern- 
or who comes over here for a good civil employ- 
ment, or to he one of his Secretaries, which your 
Parliament-men are fond enough of, when there is 
no room at home. The wine is good and reaſon- 
able; you may dine twice a week at the Deanry- 
houie; there is-a {et of company in this town ſaf- 
fcieat for one man; folks will admire you, becauſe 
they have read you, and read of you; and a good 
employment will make you 'live tolerably in Lon- 
don, or ſumptuouſly here; or if you divide between 
both places, it will be, for your health. 

I wiſh I could do more than ſay I love you. I 
left you in a good way byth for the late Court, and 
the Succeſſors; and by the force of too much 
honeſty or too little ſublunary wiſdom, you fell 
between two ſtools, Take care of your health and 
money; be leſs modeſt and more active; or elſe 
turn Parſon and get a Biſhoprick here: Would to 


God they would ſend us as hin ones from your 
hide ! 4 


am ever, etc. 
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LETTER VI. 
MR. POPE TO DR. SWIFT. 


Jan. 12, 1724, 
FIND a rebuke in a late Letter of yours, that 


both ſtings and pleaſeth me extremely. Your 
ſaying that I ought to have writ a Poſtſcript to my 
friend Gay's, makes me not content to write leſs 
than a whole Letter; and your ſeeming to take his 
kindly, gives me hopes you will look upon this as 
a fincere effect of Friendſhip. Indeed as I cannot 
but own the Lazineſs with which you tax me, and 
with which I may cqually charge you, for both of 
us have had (and one of us hath. both had and 
given“) a Surfeit of writing; ſo J really thought 
you would know yourſelf to be ſo certainly intitled 
to my Friendſhip, that it was a poſſeſſion you could 
not imagine ſtood in need of any further Deeds or 
Writings to aſſure you of it. 

Whatever you ſeem to think of your withdrawn 
and ſeparate ſtate at this diſtance, and in this Abs 
ſence, Dean Swift lives ſtill in England, in every 
place and company where he would chuſe to live, 
and I find him in all the converſations I keep, and 
in all the Hearts in which I defire any ſhare. 

We have never met theſe many years without 
mention of you. Befides my old Acquaintance, I 
have found that all my friends of a later date are 
ſuch as were yours before: Lord Oxford, Lord Har- 
court, and Lord Harley may look upon me as one 
entailed upon them by you: Lord Bolingbroke is 
now returned (as I hope) to take Me with all his 


* Alluding to his large work on Homer. 


/[ 
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other Hereditary Rights: and, indeed, he ſeems 
wn ſo much a Philoſopher, as to ſet his heart 
upon ſome of them as little, as upon the Poet you 
gave him. It 1s ſure my ill fate, that all thoſe I 
moſt loved, and with whom I moſt lived, muſt be 
baniſhed : After both of you left England, my con- 
ſtant Hoſt was the Biſhop of ® Rocheſter. Sure 
this is a nation that 1s curſedly afraid of being 
over-run with too much Politeneſs, and cannot re- 
gain one great Genius, but at the expence of ano- 
ther f. I tremble for my Lord Peterborow (whom 
I now lodge with) he has too much Wit, as well as 
Courage, to make a ſolid General f: and if he 
eſcapes being baniſhed by others, I fear he will 
baniſh himſelf. This leads me to give you ſome 
account of the manner of my Life and Converſa- 
tion, which has been infinitely more various and 
difipated, than when you knew me and cared for 
me; and among all Sexes, Parties, and Profeſſions, 
A Glut of Study and Retirement in the firſt part of 
my life caſt me into this; and this, I begin to ſee, 
will throw me again into Study and Retirement. 


* Dr. Atterbury. 


+ The Biſhop of Rocheſter thought this to be indeed the caſe; 
and that the price agreed on for Lord B's return was his baniſh- 
ment; an imagination, which ſo ftrongly poſſeſſed him when he 
went abroad, that all the expoſtulations of his friends could not 
convince him of the folly of it. 


1 This Mr, Walſh ſeriouſly thought to be the caſe, where, 
in a letter to Mr Pope, he ſays—** When we were inthe North, 
* my Lord Wharton ſhew'd me a letter he had received from a 
* certain great General in Spain; [Lord Peterb.] I told him, I 
* would by all means have that General recalled, and ſet to 
* writing here at home, for it was impoſſible that a man with 
* ſo much wit as he ſhewed, could be fit to command an army 
or do any other buſineſs.” Let. V. Sept. 9, 1506. 
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The Civilities 1 have met with from oppoſite 
Setts of people, "have hinder'd me from being vio- 
lent or four to any Party; but at the ſame time the 
Obſervations and Experiences I cannot but have 
collected, have made me leſs fond of, and leſs ſur- 
prized at, any: I am therefore the more afflicted 
and the more angry at the Violence and Hardſhips 
1 ſee practiſed by either. The merry Vein you 
knew me in, is ſunk into a Turn of Reflection, that 
has made the world pretty indifferent to me; and 
yet I have acquired a Quietneſs of mind which by 
fits improves into a certain degree of Chearfulneſs, 
enough to make me juſt ſo good humoured as to 
wiſh that world well. My Friendſhips are encreaſ- 
ed by new ones, yet no part of the warmth 1 felt 
for the old is diminiſhed, Averſions I have none 
but to Knaves (for fools I have learned to bear 
with) and ſuch I cannot be commonly civil to; 
for I think thoſe men are next to Knaves who con- 
verſe with them. The greateſt man in power of 
this ſort ſhall. hardly make me bow to him, unleſs 
had a. perſonal obligation, and that I will take 
care not to have. The top pleaſure of my life is 
one I learned from you both how to gain and how 
to uſe ; the Freedom of Friendſhip with men, much 
my Superiors. 'To have pleaſed great men, accord- 
ing to Horace, is a praiſe; but not to have flat 
tered them, and yet not have diſpleaſed them, is 2 
greater. | haye carefully avoided all intercourſc 
with Poets and Scriblers, unleſs where by great 
ghance I have found a modeſt one. By th:ſe means 
I have had no quarrels with any perfonally ; none 
have been Enemies, but who were alſo Strangers to 
me: and as there is no great need of an Eclairciſſe- 
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ment with ſuch, whatever they writ or ſaid I never 
retaliated, not only never ſeeming to know, but 
often really never knowing, any thing of the mat- 
ter. There are very few things that give me the 
Anxiety of a wiſh ; the ſtrongeſt I have would be to 
paſs my days with you, and a few ſuch as you: 
But Fate has diſperſed them all about the world; 
and I find to with it is as vain, as to wiſh to ſ:e the 
Millennium and the Kingdom of the Juſt upon 
earth. : | 
If T have ſinned in my long ſilence, conſider there 
is one to whom you yourſelf have been as great a 
ſinner. As ſoon as you ſee his hand, you will learn 
to do me juſtice, and feel in your heart how long a 
man may be filent to thoſe he truly loves and re- 
ſpects. 


— 


1 LETTER VII. 
| ORD BOLINGBROKE TO DR. SWIPT. 


AM not fo lazy as Pope, and therefore you muſt 
not expect from me the ſame indulgence to 
Lazineſs; in defending his own cauſe he pleads 
yours, and becomes your Advocate while he ap- 
peals to you as his Judge: You will do the ſame 
on your part; and I, and the reſt of your common 
Friends, ſhall have great juſtice to expect from two 
ſuch righteous Tribunals : You reſemble perfectly 
the two Alehouſe-keepers in Holland, who were at 
the ſame Time Burgomaſters of the Town, and 
taxed one another's Bills alternately. I declare 
beſore-hand I will not ſtand to the award; my 
Title to your Friendſhip is good, and wants nei- 
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ther Deeds nor Writings to confirm it: but annual 
acknowledgments at leaſt are neceſſary to preſerve 
it: and I begin to ſuſpect by your defrauding me 
of them, that you hope in time to diſpute it, and 
to urge Preſcription againſt me. I would not ſay 
one word to you about myſelf (ſince it is a ſubje& 
on which you appear to have no curioſity) was it 
not to try how far the contraſt between Pope's for- 
tune and manner of life, and mine, may be car- 
ried. 

IJ have been, then, infinitely more ie and 
leſs diffipated than when you knew me and cared 
for me. That Love which I uſed to ſcatter with 
ſome profuſion among the female kind, has been 
theſe many years devoted to one object. A great 
many misfortunes (for ſo they are called, tho 
ſometimes very improperly) and a retirement from 
the world, have made that juſt and nice diſcrimina- 
tion between my Acquaintance and my Friends, 
which we have ſeldom ſagacity enough to make for 
ourſelves ; thoſe inſets of various hues, which uſed 
to hum and buz about me while I ſtood in the ſun- 
ſhine, have diſappeared ſince I lived in the ſhade. 
No man comes to a Hermitage but for the ſake of 
the Hermit; a few philoſophical Friends come often 
to mine, and they are ſuch as you would be glad 
to live with, if a dull climate and duller company 
have not altered you extremely from what you was 
nine years ago. 

The hoarſe voice of Party was never heard in this 
quiet place; Gazettes and Pamphlets are baniſhed 
from it, and if the Lucubrations of Iſaac Bicker- 
ſtaff be admitted, this diſtinction is owing to ſome 
ſtrokes by which it is judged that this illuſtrious 
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philoſopher had (like the Indian Fohu, the Greci- 
an Pythagoras, the Perſian Zoroaſter, and others 
his Precurſors among the Zabians, Magians, and 
the Egyptian Seers) both Ins outward and his in- 
ward Doctrine, and that he was of no fide at the 
bottom When I-am there, I forget I ever was of 
any party myſelf; nay, I am often ſo happily ab- 
ſorbed by the abſtracted reaſon of things, that I am 
ready to imagine there never was any ſuch monſter 
as Party. Alas, I am ſoon awakened from that 
pleaſing dream by the Greek and Roman Hiſtori- 
ans, by Guicciardine, by Machiavel, and Thuanus; 
for I have vowed to read no Hiſtory of our own 
country, till that body of it which you premiſe to 
finiſh, appears. | 
I am under no apprehenſion that a plut of Study 
and Retirement ſhould caft me back into the hurry 
of the world; on the contrary, the fingle regret | 
which lever feel, is that I fell fo late into this 
courſe of life; my Philoſophy grows confirmed by 
habit, and if you and I meet again, I will extort 
this approbation from you: Jam non confilio bonus, 
ſed more eo perductus, ut non tantum recte facere poſſim, 
fed nift recte facere non peſim. The little incivilities 
| have met with from oppoſite ſets of people, have 
been ſo far from rendering me violent or ſour to 
| any, that I think myſelf obliged to them all; ſome 
have cured me of my fears, by ſhewing me how im- 
potent the malice of the world is; others have 
| cured me of my hopes, by ſhewing how precarious 
popular friendſhips are; all have cured me of ſur- 
prize: In driving me out of party, they have driven 
me out of curſed company ; and in ſtripping me of 
Titles and Rank, and Eftate, and ſuch trinkets, 
Vor. VI. H 
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which eyery man that will may ſpare, they have 
given me that which no man can be happy with. 
Out. 

| Reflection and habit have rendered the world ſo 
indifferent to me, that I am neither afflicted nor 
rejoiced, angry nor pleaſed at what happens in.it, 
any farther than perſonal friendſhips intereſt me.in 
the affairs of it, and this prir.ciple extends my cares 
but a. little way. Perfect Tranquillity is the ge- | 
neral tenour of my life: good digeſtions, ſerene 2 
weather, and ſome other mechanic ſprings, wind 4 
me above it now and then, but I never fall bels 
it; I am ſometimes gay, but I am never fad. | 
have gained new friends, and have loſt ſome old 
ones; my acquiſitions of this kind give me a good 
deal of pleaſure, becauſe they have not been made 
lightly : I know no. vows ſo ſolemn, as thoſe of 
friendſhip, and therefore a pretty long noviciate of 
acquaintance, ſhould methinks precede them: My 
loſſes of this kind give me but little trouble; | con. 
tributed nothing to them; and a friend who breaks 
with me unjuſtly, is not worth preſerving, As 
ſoon as I leave this Town (which will be in a fev 
days) I ſhall fall back into that courſe of life, which 
keeps knaves and fools at a great diſtance from me: 
1 haye an averſion, to them both, but in the ori- 
nary courſe, of life I think I can. bear the ſenſible. 
knaye better than the fool. One muſt indeed with 
the former be in ſome or other of the attitudes of 
thoſe wooden men whom I have ſeen before a {word- 
cutler's ſhop in Germany; but even in theſe con- 
ſtrained . poſtures the witty Raſcal will divert me; 
and he that diverts me does me a, great, deal cf 
od, a and lays me under an obligation to hin, 
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which I am not obliged to pay him in another coin: 
The Fool obliges me-to be almoſt as much upon 
my guard as the knave, and he makes me no a- 
nends; he numbs me like the Torpor, or he teazes 
me like the Fly. This is the Picture of an old 
Friend, and more like him than that will be which 
WE you once aſked, and which he will ſend you, if 
vou continue ſtill to defire it.— Adieu, dear Swift, 
with all thy faults I love thee entirely ; make an 
effort, and love me on with all mine. 


LETT EX: ©: 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Dublin, Sept. 20, 1723. 
ETURNING from a ſummer expedition of 
four months on account of my health, I found 
a letter from you, with an appendix longer than 
BE yours from Lord Bolingbroke. | believe there is 
not a more miſerable malady than an unwillingneſs 
do write letters to our beſt friends, and a man might 
be philoſopher enough in finding out reaſons for 
it. One thing is clear, that it ſhews a mighty dif- 
WT ference betwixt Friendſhip and Love, for a lover 
WE (as 1 have heard) is always ſcribling to his miſtreſs, 
lf 1 could permit myſelf to believe what your civi- 
lity makes you ſay, that I am ſtill remembered by 
my friends in England, I am in the right to keep 
We myſelf here — Non /um qualis eram. | left you in a 
period of life) when one year does more execution 
chan three at yours, to which if you add the dul- 
WT "cls of the air, and of the people, it will make a 
eerrible ſum, I have no very ſtrong faith in your 
| 2 


148 LETTERS TO AND 


pretenders to Retirement ; you are not of an age 
for it, nor have gone through either good or bad 
fortune enough to go into a corner, and form con- 
eluſions de contemptu mundi et fuga ſaeculi, unleſs: 
Poet grows weary of too much applauſe, as Mini- 
ſters do of too much weight of buſineſs. 

Your happineſs is greater than your Merit, in 
chufing your Favourites ſo indifferently among ei- 
ther Party: this you owe partly to your Education, 
and partly to your genius employing you in an An 
in which Faction has nothing to do, for ] ſuppoſe 

irgil and Horace are equally read by Whigs and 
Tories. You have no more to do with the Confii- 
tution of Church and State, than a Chriſtian at 
Conſtantinople; and you are ſo much the wiſer and 
the happier, becauſe both Parties will approve your 
Poetry as long as you are known to be of neither, 

Your notions of Friendſhip are new to me“; 
| delieve every man is born with his guantum, and he 
cannot give to one without robbing another, | 
very well know to whom I would give the firſt place: 
in my Friendſhip, but they are not in the way: | 
am condemned to another ſcene, and therefore | 
diſtribute it in Pennyworths to thoſe about me, and 
who diſpleaſe me leaſt ; and ſhould do the ſame to 
my fellow priſoners if I were condemned to gaol. | 
can likewiſe tolerate Knaves much better than 
Fools, becauſe their knavery does me no hurt in the 
commerce [I have with them, which however I ow! 
is more dangerous, tho' not ſo troubleſome, as that 
of Fools. I have often endeavoured to eſtabliſh 3 
Friendſhip among all Men of Genius, and wouls 
fain have it done: they are ſeldom above three 0 


® Yet they are the Chciſtian notions. 
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four Contemporaries, and if they could be united, 
would drive the world before them. I think it was 
ſo among the Poets in the time of Auguſtus : but 
Envy, and Party, and Pride, have hindered it a- 
mong us. I do not include the Subalterns, of 
which you are ſeldom without a large Tribe. Un- 
der the name of Poets and Scriblers I ſuppoſe you 
mean the fools you ar2 content to ſee ſometimes, 
when they happen to be modeſt ; which was not 
frequent among them while I was in the world. 

| would deſcribe to you my way of living, if any 
method could be called ſo in this Country. I chuſe 
my companions among thoſe of leaft conſequence 
and moſt compliance: I read the moſt trifling Books 
| can find, and whenever I write, it is upon the 
moſt trifling ſubjects: But riding, walking, and 
leeping take up eighteen of the twenty-four hours. 
procraſtinate more than I did twenty years ago, 
and have ſeveral things to finiſh which I put off to 
twenty years hence; Haec eft vita Solutorum, etc. 
| ſend you the compliments of a friend of yours, 
who hath paſſed four months this ſummer with two 
grave acquaintance at his country-houſe without 
ever once going to Dublin, which 1s but eight miles 
diſtant ; yet when he returns to London, I will en- 
gage you ſhall find him as deep in the Court of 
Requeſts, the Park, the Opera's, and the Coffee- 
houſe, as any man there. I am now with him for 
a few days, | 

You muſt remember me with great affection to 
Dr. Arbuthnot, Mr. Congreve, and Gay.—l think 
there are no more eodem tertio's between you and me 
except Mr. Jervas, to whoſe houſe I addreſs this for 
want of knowing where you live : for it was not 
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clear from your laſt whether you lodge with Lord 
Peterborow, or he with you. 
I am ever, etc. 


—_Y % © TT SS MAR 4 — ” * 


LETTER X. 


» 


Sept. 14, 1723. 

NEED not tell you, with what real delight! 

1 ſhould have done any thing you defired, and in 
particular any good offices in my power towards the 
bearer of your Letter, who is this day gone for 
France. Perhaps 'tis with Poets as with Prophets, 
they are ſo much better lik'd in another country 
than their own, that your Gentleman, upon arriv- 
ing in England, loſt his curioſity concerning me. 
However, had he try'd, he had found me his friend; 
I mean he bad found me yours. I am diſappointed 
at not knowing better a man whom you eſſeem, 
and comfort myſelf only with having got a Letter 
from you, with which (after all) Ffit down a gain- 
er; ſince to my great pleaſure it confirms my hope 
of once more ſeeing you. After ſo many diſperſions 
and ſo many diviſions, two or three of us may yet 
be gathered together; not to plot, not to contre 
filly ſchemes of ambition, or to vex our own 0! 
others hearts with buſy vanities (ſuch as perhaps at 
one time of life or other take their Tour in every 
man) but to divert ourſelves, and the world too i 
it pleaſes; or at worſt, to laugh at others as inno- 
cently and 85 unhurtfally as at ourſelyes. You! 
Trayels * I hear much of ; my own I promiſe cn 
ſhall never more be in a ſtrange land, but a dili 
gent, I hope uſeful, inveſtigation of my own Ter. 

Gulliver. 
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citories *. I mean no more Tranſlations, but ſome- 
thing domeſtic, fit for my own country, and for 
my own time. 

If you come to us, I'll find you elderly Ladies 
enough that can halloo, and two that can nurſe, 
and they are too old and feeble to make too much 
noiſe; as you will gueſs, when I tell you they are 
my own mother, and my own nurſe. I can alfo 
help. you to a Lady who is as deaf, tho? not ſo old, 
as yourſelf; you'll be pleas'd with one another I'll 
engage, tho' you don't hear one another; you'll 
converſe like ſpirits by intuition.. What you'll 
moſt wonder at is, ſhe is conſiderable at Court, yet 
no party- woman, and lives in Court, yet would be 
eaſy, and make you eaſy. 

One of thoſe you mention (and T dare fay always 
will remember) Dr. Arbathnot, is at this time ill 
of a very dangerous diſtemper, an impoſthume in 
the bowels; which is broke, but the event is very 
uncertain, Whatever that be (he bids me tell you, 
and [ write this by him) he lives or dies your faith- 
ful friend; and one reaſon he has to defire à little 
longer life, is the wiſh to ſee you once more. 

He is gay enough in this circumſtance to tell you, 
he wou'd give you (if he cou'd) ſuch advice as 
might cure your deafneſs, but he would not adviſe 
you, if you were cured, to quit the pretence of it; 
becauſe you may by that means hear as muck 4s 


you will, and anſwer as little as you pleaſe. Be- 
lieve me 


Your, etc. 
* The Eſſay on Man, E 


— 


a. 
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LETTER XI. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


' Sept. 29, 1723. 

AM now returning to the noble ſcene cf Dub. 
lin, into the grand Monde, for fear of byrying 

my parts: to ſignalize myſelf among Curates and 
Vicars, and ccrreQ all corruptions crept in relating 
ta the weight of hread and butter, through thoſe 
dominions where I govern. I have employ'd my 
time (beſides ditching) in finiſhing, ccrre&ing, 
amending, and tranſcribing my * Travels, in four 
parts compleat, newly augmented, and intended for 
the preſs when the world ſhall deſerve them, or 
rather when a Printer ſhall be found brave enough 


to venture his ears. I like the ſcheme of our meet- 


ing after diſtreſſes and diſperſions ; but the chief 
end I propoſe to myſelf in all my labours, is to vex 


the world, rather than divert it; and if I could 
compaſs that deſign without hurting my own pet- 
fon or fortune, I would be the moſt indefatigable 


writer you have ever ſeen, without reading. I am 
exceedingly pleaſed that you have done with Tran- 


Clations; Lord Treaſurer Oxford often lamented 


that a raſcally world ſhould lay you under a ne- 
ceſſity of miſemploying your genius for ſo long 
a time. But fince you will now be ſo much better 
employ'd, when you think of the world, give it one 
laſh the more at my requeſt. I have ever hated all 
Nations, Profeſſions, and Communities; and all 
my love is towards Individuals : for inſtance, I hate 
the Tribe of Lawyers, but I love Counſellor ſuck 


* Gulliver's Travels. 
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a one, and Judge ſuch a one: Tis fo with Phyſici- 
ans (Iwill not ſpeak of my own Trade) Soldiers, 
Engliſh, Scotch, French, and the reſt. But prin- 
cipally I hate and deteſt that animal call'd Man, 
although I heartily love John, Peter, Thomas, and 
ſo forth. This is the ſyſtem upon which I have 
governed myſelf many years (but do not tell) and 
ſo I ſhall go on till | have done with them. I have 
got materials towards a Treatiſe, proving the falſity 
of that definition Animal rationale, and to ſhew it 
ſhould be only rationis capax. Upon this great 
foundation of Mifanthropy (tho? not in Timon's 


S manner) the whole building of my Travels is ereQ- 


; and | never will have peace of mind, till all 
honeſt men are of my opinion: By conſequence 
you are to embrace it immediately, and procure that 
all who deſerve eſteem may do ſo too. The matter 
is ſo clear, that it will admit of no diſpute; nay, 
| will hold a hundred pounds that you and I agree 
in the point. 12 0 | 


$ 


, 
. 


did not know. your Odyſſey was finiſhed, being 


yet in the country, which I ſhall leave in three 
days. I thank you kindly for the preſent, but ſhall 
like it three fourths the leſs for the mixture you 
mention of other hands; however, I am glad you 
ſaved yourſelf ſo much drudgery—l1 have been long 
told by Mr, Ford of your, great atchievements in 
building and planiing, and eſpecially of your ſub- 
terranean paſſage: to your garden, whereby you 
turned a Blunder into a Beauty, which, is a piece 
of Ars Poetica. | 

] have almoſt done with Harridans, and ſhall ſoon 
become old enough to fall in love with girls of 
fourteen. The Lady whom you. deſcribe to live 

= $. 


Sat. — cg. . 
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at Court, to be deaf, and no party-woman, I take 
to be Mythology, but know not how to moralize it 
She cannot be Mercy, for Mercy is neither deaf 
nor lives at Court: Juſtice is blind, and perhag; 
deaf, but neither is ſhe a Court-lady : Fortune i; 
both blind and deaf, and a Court-lady, but then 
ſhe is a moſt damnable Party-woman, and will never 
make me eaſy, as you promiſe. It muſt be Riche, 
which anſwers all your deſcription : I am glad ſhe 
viſits you, But my voice is fo weak, that I doubt 
ſhe will never hear me. | 

Mr. Lewis ſent me an account of Dr. Arbuth. 
not's illneſs, which is a very ſenſible Affliction wo 
me, who y living ſa long out of the world, have 
loſt that hardneſs of heart contraded by years aud 
general converſation. I am daily loſing friends, 
and neither ſeeking nor getting others. Oh it the 
world had but a dozen of Arbuthnots in it, Lwould 
burn my Travels! But however he is not Mithout 
fault: I here is a paſſage in Bede, highly commend- 
ing the piety and learning of the Iriſh in that age, 
where aſter abundance of praiſes he overthrow: 
them all, by lamenting that, alas! they kept Eaſter 
at a wrong time of the year. $0 our Doctor has 
every quality and virtue that can make a man ami- 
able or uſeful ; but, alas! he hath a fort of ſlouch 
in his walk! I pray God protect him, for he is an 
excellent. Chriſtian, though not a Catholic. 

[ hear nothing of our Friend Gay, but ] find the 
Court keeps him at hard meat. I adviſed him to 
come over here with a Lord Lieutenant. Philips 
writes little Flams (as Lord Leiceſter call'd- thoſe 
fort of verſes) on Miſs Carteret, A-Dublin Black- 
-fmith, a great poet, hath imitated his manner ind 


FROM DR. SWIFT, de. 1x35 
poem to the ſame Miſs. Philips is a complainer, 
and on this occaſion I told Lord Carteret, that 
Complainers never ſucceeded at Court, though 
Railers do. 

Are you altogether a country gentleman ? that [ 
muſt addreſs to you out of London, to the hazard 
of your loſing this precious letter, which I will now 
conclude although ſo much paper is left. I have 
an ill Name, and therefore ſhall not ſubſcribe it, 


but you will gueſs it comes from one who eſteems 
and loves you about half as much as you deſerve, . 


mean as much as he can. 


I am in great concern, at what I am juſt now 


told in ſome of the news-papers, that Lord Bohng- 


broke is much hurt by a fall in hunting. I am 


glad he has ſo much Youth and vigour left (of 


which he hath not been thrifty) but I wonder he 
has no more Diſcretion. 


LETTER XI. 


Oct. 15, 1725. 

AM. wonderfully pleas'd with the ſuddenneſs of 
your kind anſwer. It makes me hope you are 
coming towards us, and that you incline more and 
more to your old friends, in proportion as you draw 
nearer to them ; and are getting into our Vortex. 
Here is One, who was once a powerful planet, but 
has now (after. long experience of all that comes of 
ſhining) learned to be content, with returning to 
his firſt point, without the thought or ambition of 
ſhining at all, Here is Another, who thinks one 
of the greateſt glories of his Father was to have 
diſtinguiſned and loved you, and who loves you 
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hereditarily. Here is Arbuthnot, recovered from 
the jaws of death, and more pleas'd with the 
hopes of ſeeing you. again, than of reviewing a 
world every part of which he has long deſpis'd, 
but: what is made up of a few men like yourſelf, 
He goes abroad again, and is more chearful then 
even health can make a man, for he has a gocd 
econſcience into the bargain (which is the moſt Ca- 
tholic of all remedies, tho not the moſt Univerſal) 
I knew it would be a pleaſure to you to hear 
this, and in truth that made me write ſo ſoon to 
you. 

Pm. ſorry poor P. is not promoted in this age; 
for certainly if his reward be of the next, he is of 
all Poets the moſt miſerable. I'm alſo forry for 
another reaſon ; if they don't promote him, they'll. 
ſpoil the concluſion of one. of my. Satires, where, 
having endeavoured to correct the Taſte of the 
town, in wit and criticiſm, I end thus, 


But what avail; to lay down rules for ſenſe ? 
In —'s Reign theſe fruitleſs lines ewere writ, 
When Ambroſe Philips was preferr'd for Wit !' 


Our friend Gay 1s uſed as the friends of Tories are 
by Whigs (and generally by Tories too.) Becauſe 
he had humour, he was ſuppoſed. to haye dealt 
with Dr. Swift; in like manner as when any one 
had learning formerly, he was thought to have 
dealt with the Devil. He puts his whole truſt at 
Court in that Lady whom | deſcribed to you; and. 
whom you take to be an allegorical creature of 
fancy : I wiſh ſhe really were Riches for his ſake ;, 
though as for your's, I queſtion whether (if you 
knew her) you would change her for the other ? 


_—y 
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Lord Bolingbroke had not the leaſt harm by his 
fall; I wiſh he had receiv/d:no more by his other 


fall; Lord Oxford had none by his. But Lord 


Bolingbroke is the moſt improved Mind ſince you 
ſaw him, that ever was. improved without ſhifting 
into a new body, or being: pau lo minus ab angelis. 
| have often imagined to- myſelf,. that if ever all of. 


us meet again, after ſo many varieties and changes, 


after ſo much of the old. world and of the old man 
in each of us has been altered, that ſcarce a ſingle 
thought of. the one, any more than a ſingle atome 


of the other, remains juſt the ſame; [I've fancy'd,. 


I ſay, that we ſhould meet like the. righteous in 
the Millennium, quite in peace, diveſted of all our 
former Paſſions, ſmiling at our paſt follies, and 


content to enjoy the kingdom of. the juſt in tran- 


quillity, But I find. you would rather be employ d 
as an avenging Angel of wrath, to break your Vial 
of Indignation over the heads of the wretched crea- 
tures of this world: nay, would make them Fat 
your Book, which you have made (I doubt not) as 
bitter a pill for them as poſlible. 

I won't tell you what deſigns I have in my head. 
(beſides writing a ſet of Maxims in oppoſition to 
all Rochefoucault's principles “) till I fee you here, 
face to face. Then you 'ſhall have no reaſon to 
complain of me, for want of a generous diſdain of 
this world, though l have not loſt my Ears in yours 
and their ſervice. Lord Oxford (whom I have 


* This was only ſaid as an ob ique reproof of the horrid miſ- 
anthropy in the foregoing Letter; and which he ſuppoſed might 
be _ occafion'd by the Dean's fondheſs for R:chefencanlt, 


whoſe 
leliſknels in human nature. 


aximr are founded on the principle of an univertat 


* 
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now the third time mentioned in this letter, and 
he deſerves to be always mentioned in every thing 
that is addreſs'd to you, or comes from you) ex- 
pes you: That ought to be enough to bring you 
hither; 'tis a better reaſon than if the nation expect. 
ed you. For ] really enter as fully as you can de- 
fire, into your principle of love of Individuals : 
and 1 think the way to have a public ſpirit is fir 
to have a private one; for. who can believe (ſaid a 
friend of mine) that any man can care for a hun- 
dred thouſand people, who never cared for one? 
No ill-humour'd man can ever be a Patrigt, any 
more than a Friend. 

I deſigned to have left the following page for 
Dr. Arbuthnot to fill, but he is fo touch'd with the 
period in yours to me concerning him, that he in- 
tends to anſwer it by a whole letter. He is too 
buſy about a book, which I gueſs he will tell you 
of, So adieu—what remains worth telling you? 
Dean Berkley is well, and happy in the proſecu- 
tion of his Scheme. Lord Oxford and Lord Bo- 
lingbroke in health, Duke Diſney ſo alſo; Sir 
William Wyndham better, Lord Bathurſt well. 
'Theſe,. and ſome. others, preſerve their ancient ho- 
nour and ancient friendſhip. Thoſe who do nei- 
ther, if they were d—d, what is it to a Proteſtant 


prieſt, who has nothing to do with the dead? I an- 


ſwer for my own part as a Papiit, I would not pray 
them out of Purgatory. | 

My name is as bad an one as yours, and hated 
by all bad Poets, from Hopkins and Sternhold to 
Gildon and Cibber. The firſt. pray'd againſt me 
with the Turk ; and a modern Imitator of theirs 
(whom J leave. you to find out) has added the 
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Chriſtian to 'em, with yy definitions of each 
in this manner, 
The Pope's the Whore of Babylon, 
The Turk he is a Few: © 
The Chriſtian is an Infidel 
That fitteth in a Peau. 


LETTER XIII. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Nov. 26, 1728 

SHOULD A have acknowledged yours, 

if a feveriſh diſorder and the relies of it had not 
diſabled me for a fortnight. I now begin to make 
excuſes, becauſe I hope I am pretty near ſeeing you, 
and therefore I would cultivate an acquaintance ; 
becauſe if you do not know me when we meet, you 
need only keep one of my letters, and compare it 
with my face; for my face and letters are counter- 
parts of my heart. I fear I have not expreſs d that 
right, but | mean well, and I hate blots ; I look 
in your letter, and in' my conſcience you fay the 
ſame thing, but in a better manner. Pray tell my 
Lord Bolingbroke: that I wiſh he were baniſhed 
again, for then. I ſhould hear from him, when he 
was full of philoſophy, and talked ge cantemptu 
nundi. My Lord Oxford was ſo extremely kind as 
to write to me immediately an account of his ſon's 


birth; which I immediately acknowledged, but 


before my letter could reach him, I wiſh'd it in 
the ſea: I hope I was more afflited than his Lord- 
ſhip. *Pis hard that Parſons and Beggars ſhould 
be over- run with brats, while ſo great and good a 
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family wants an heir to continue it. I have re- 
ceived his father's picture, but I lament {/ub firill 
confeſionis ) that it is not ſo true a reſemblance as [ 
could with. Drown the world ! I am not content 
with deſpiſing it, but I would anger it, if I could 
with ſafety. I with there were an Hoſpital, built 


for its Deſpiſers, where one might act with ſafety, 


and it need not be a large building, only I would 
have it well endow'd. P“ is fort chanceliant 
whether he ſhall turn Parſon or no. But all em- 
ployments here are engaged, or in reverſion. Caſt 


Wits and caſt Beaux have a proper ſanctuary in the 


church: yet we think it a ſevere judgment, that 
a fine gentleman, and ſo much the finer for hating 
Eceleſiaſticks, ſhould be a domeſtic humble retainer 
to an [riſh prelate. He is neither Secretary nor 
Gentleman-uſher, yet ſerves in both capacities. 


He hath publiſhed ſeveral. reaſons why he never 


came to ſee me, but the beſt is, that I have not 
waited on his Lordſhip. We have had a Poem 
ſent from London in 1mitation of that on Miſs Car- 
teret. It is on Miſs Harvey of a day old; and we 


ſay and think it is yours. I wiſh it were not, be- 


cauſe I am againſt monopolies You might have 
ſpared me a few more lines of your Satire, but ! 
hope in a few months to ſee it all. To hear boys, 
like you, talk of Millenniums and tranquillity! ! 
am older by thirty years, Lord Bolingbroke by 
twenty, and you but by ten, than when we laſt 
were together; and we ſhould differ more than 
ever, you coquetting a maid of honour, my Lord 
looking on to ſee how the gameſters play, and-l 
railing at you both. I deſire you and all my 


_ friends will take a ſpecial care that my Diſaffection 
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to the world may not be imputed to my Age, for 
| have credib'e witneſſes ready to depoſe, that it 
hath never varied from the twenty-firſt to the 
f--ty-eight year of my life (pray fill that blank 
charitably.) I tell you after all, that I do not 
hate mankind, it is vous autres who hate them, be- 
cauſe you would have them reaſonable Animals, 
and are angry at being diſappointed : I have al- 
ways rejected that definition, and made another 
of my own. I am no more angry with—than 1 
was with the Kite that laſt week flew away with 
one of my chickens ; and yet I was pleaſe& when 
one of my ſervants ſhot him two days after. This 
I fay, becauſe you are ſo hardy as to tell me of 
your intentions to write Maxims in oppoſition to 


Rochefoucault, who is my favourite, becauſe I, 


found my whole character in him * ; however [I 
will read him again, becauſe it is poſſible I may 
have ſince undergone ſome alterations.—Take care 
the bad Poets do not out-wit you, as they have 
ſerved the good ones in every age, whom they 
have provoked to tranſmit their names to poſterity. 
Moevius is as well known as Virgil, and Gildon 
will be as well known as you, if his name gets in- 
to your Verſes: and as to the difference between 


good and bad fame, tis a perfect trifle. I aſk a: 


thouſand pardons, and fo leave you for this time, 
and wilt write again without concerning myſelf 


whether you write or no. 
Y 


®* This, methinks, is no great compliment to his own heats 


I am, etc, 
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LETTER XIV 


Decemb. 10, 172;, 


I FIND myſelf the better acquainted with you 
for a long Abſence, as men are with themſelves 
for a long Affliction: Abſence does but hold off a 
Friend, to make one ſee him the more truly. | 
am infinitely more pleas'd to hear you are coming 
near -us, than at any thing you ſeem to think in 
my favour; an opinion which has perhaps been 
aggrandized by the diſtance or dulneſs of Ireland, 
as objects look larger through a medium of Fogs: 
and yet I am infinitely pleas'd with that too. | 
am much the happier for finding (a better thing 
than our Wits) our Judgments jump, in the no- 
tion that all Scriblers ſhould be paſt by in filence. 
To. vindicate one's ſelf againſt ſuch naſty ſlander, 
is much as wiſe as it was in your country-man, 
when the people imputed a ſtink to him, to prove 
the contrary by ſhewing his backſide. So let Gil- 
don and Philips reſt in peace ! what Virgil had to 
do with Moevius, that he ſhould wear him upon 


his ſleeve to all eternity, I don't know. I've been 


the longer upon this, that 1 may prepare you for 
the reception both you and your works may poſlibly 
meet in England. We your true acquaintance 
will look upon you as a good man, and love you; 
others will look upon you as a wit, and hate you. 
So you know the worſt ; unleſs you are as vindica- 
tive as Virgil, or the aforeſaid Hibernian, 


I wiſh as warmly as you for an Hoſpital in which 


to lodge the Deſpiſers of the world; only I fear it 
would be fil'd wholly like Chelſea, with maimed 
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Soldiers, and ſuch as had been diſabled in its ſer- 
vice. I would rather have thoſe, that, out of ſuch 
generous principles as you and J, deſpiſe it, fly in 
its face, then retire from it. Not that I have much 
anger againſt the Great, my ſpleen is at the little 
rogues of it : it would vex-one more to be knock'd 
on the head with a Piſs-pot, than by a Thunder- 
bolt. As to greater Oppreſſors, they are like 
Kites or Eagles, one expects miſchief from them; 
but to be ſquirted to death (as poor Wycherley 
ſaid to me on this death-bed) by Apothecanes Ap- 
prentices, by the underſtrappers of under-ſecreta- 
ries to ſecretaries who were no ſecretaries—this 


ſelf. 

So much for enemies, now for friends. Mr. L--- 
thinks all this indiſcreet : the Dr. not ſo ; he loves 
miſchief the beſt of any good natur'd man in Eng- 
land. Lord B. is above trifling : when he writes 
of any thing in this world, he is more than mortal; 


if ever he trifles, it anuft be when be turns a Divine.” 


Gay is writing Tales for Prince William: I ſup- 
poſe Mr. Philips will take this very ill, for two 
reaſons; one that he thinks all childiſhi things be- 
long to him, and the other becauſe he'll take it ill 
to be taught that one may write things to a child 
without being childiſh. What have I more to 
add ? but that Lord Oxford defires earneſtly to ſee 
you: and that many others whom you do not think 
the worſt of, will be gratify'd by it : none more, 
be aflured, than Yours, etc. 


7 8. Pope and you are very great Wits, and I 
think very indifferent Philoſophers : If you deſpif- 


wou'd provoke as dull a dog as Ph———s him- 
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ed the world as much as you pretend, and perhaps 
believe, you would not be ſo angry with it. The 
founder of your ſect, that noble Original whom 
you thikk it ſo great an honour to reſemble *, waz 
a ſlave to the worſt part of the world, to the Court; 

and all his big words were the language of a fight: 
ed Lover, who deſired nothing fo much as a recon- 
ciliation, and feared nothing ſo much as a rupture. 

I believe the world hath uſed me as ſcurvily as moſt 
people, and yet I could never find in my heart to 
be thoroughly angry with the fimple, falfe, capri- 
cious thing.. I ſhould bluſh alike to be diſcovered 
fond of the world, or piqued at it. Your defini- 
tion of Animal rationis capax, inſtead of the com- 
mon one Animal Rationale, will not bear examina- 
tion : define but reaſon, and you will ſee why your 
diſtinction is no better than that of the Pontiff 
Cotta; between mala ratio, and bona ratio. But 
enough of this: make us a viſit, and I'll ſubſcribe 
to any fide of theſe important queſtions which you 
pleaſe. We differ leſs than you imagine, perhaps, 
when you wiſh'd me baniſh'd again : but J am not 
leſs true to you and to Philoſophy in England, than 
I was in France. 

Yours, etc. 1 


4 


® Sencca, 
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LETTER XV. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


London, May 4, 1726. 

HAD rather live in forty Irelands than under 
the frequent diſquiets of hearing you are out of 
order. I always apprehend it moſt after a great 
dinner; for the leaſt Trangreſſion of yours, if it be 
only two bits and one ſup more than your ſtint, is 
a great debauch ; for which you certainly pay more 
than thoſe ſots who are carried dead drunk to bed. 
My Lord Peterborow ſpoiled every bady's dinner, 
but eſpecially mine, with telling us that you were 
detained by fickneſs. Pray let me have three lines 
under any hand or pot-hook that will give me a 
better account of your health : which concerns 
me more than others, becauſe I love and eſteem 


you for reaſons that moſt others have little to do 


with, and would be the ſame although you had 
never touched a pen further than with writing to 
me. 

am gathering up my luggage, and preparing 
for my journey ; I will endeavour to think of you 
as little as I can, and when I write to you, I will 
ſtrive not to think of you: This I intend in return 
to your kindneſs; and further, I know no body 
has dealt with me ſo cruelly as you, the conſe- 
quences of which uſage I fear will laſt as long as 
my life, for ſo long ſhall I be (in ſpite of my heart) 
entirely Yours. 
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LETTER XVI. 


Aug. 22, 1726. 
ANV a ſhort ſigh you coſt me the day | 
left you, and many more you- will coſt me, 
till the day you return. I really walk/d about like 
a man baniſh'd, and when I came home found it 
no home. *Tis a ſenſation like that of a limb 
lopp'd off, one is trying every minute unawares to 
uſe it, and finds it is not. I may ſay you have 
uſed me more cruelly than you have done any 
other man ; you have made it more impoſſible for 
me to live at eaſe without you: Habitude itſelf 
would have done that, if I had leſs friendſhip in 
my nature than I have. Befides my natural me- 
mory of you, you have made a local one, which 
preſents. you to me in every place I frequent; 1 
ſhall. never more think of Lord Cobham's, the 
woods of Ciceter, or the pleaſing proſpect of By- 
berry, but your Idea muſt be:join'd with: em; nor 
ſee one ſeat in my own garden, or one room in my 
own houſe, without a Phantome of you, fitting or 
walking before me. I travell'd-with you to Cheſ- 
ter, I felt the extream heat of the weather, the inns, 
the roads, the confinement and cloſeneſs of the un- 
. eaſy coach, and wiſh'd a hundred times I had ei- 
ther a Dean'ry or a Horſe in my gift. In real 
truth, I have felt my ſoul peeviſt ever ſince with 
all about me, from a warm uneaſy deſire after you. 
I am gone out of myſelf to no purpoſe, and cannot 
catch you. Inhiat in pedes was not more properly 
apply'd to a poor dog after a hare, than to me with 
regard to your departure. I wiſh I could think uo 
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more of it, but lye down and ſleep till we meet 
again, and let that-day (how far ſoever off it be) 
be the morrow. Since I cannot, may it be my 
amends that every thing you wiſh may attend you 
where you are, and that you may find every friend 
you have there, in the ſtate you wiſh him, or her: 
ſo that your viſits to us may have no other effect, 
than the progreſs of à rich man to a remote eſtate, 
which he finds greater than he expected; which 
knowledge only ſerves to make him live happier 
where he is, with no diſagreeable proſpe if ever he 
ſhould chuſe to remove. May this be your ſtate 
till it become what I wiſh. But indeed I cannot 
expreſs the warmth, with which I wiſh you all 
things, and myſelf you. Indeed you are engraved 
elſewhere than on the Cups you ſent me (with fo 
kind an inſcription) and I might throw them into 
the Thames without injury to the giver. I am not 
pleaſed with them, but take them very kindly too: 
And had I ſuſpected any ſuch uſage from you, I 
ſhould have enjoyed your company leſs than I 
really did, for at this rate I may ſay 


Nec tecum poſſum vi were, nec fine te. 


I will bring you over juſt: ſuch; another - preſent, 
when I go to the Deanry af St. Patrick's; which 1 
promiſe you to do, if ever I am enabled to return 
your kindneſs. Donarem Pateras, etc. Till then 
nn drink (or Gay ſhall drink) daily healths to 
you, and ['1l add to your inſcription: the old Ro- 
man vow, for yeats to come, VOTIS X. VOTIS- 
XX. My Mother's age gives me authority to hope 
it for yours. Adieu. 
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- LET T HVR XVII. 


t Sept. 3, 1726, 
OURS to Mr. Gay gave me greater ſatisfac- 
tion than that to me (tho? that gave me a great 

deal) for to hear you were ſafe at your journey' 
end, exceeds the account of your fatigues while in 
the way to it : otherwiſe believe me, every tittle of 
each is important to me, which ſets any one thing 
before my eyes that happens to you. I writ you 
a long letter, which I gueſs'd reach'd you the day 
after your arrival. Since then I had a conference 
with Sir who expreſs'd his deſire of having 
ſeen you again before you left us. He faid he ob- 
ſerved a willingneſs in you to live among us ; which 
I did not deny ; but at the ſame time told him you 
had no ſuch deſign in your coming this time, 
which was merely to ſee a few of thoſe you loved: 
but that indeed all thoſe wiſhed it, and particu- 
larly Lord Peterborow and myſelf, who wiſhed 
you loved Ireland leſs, had you any reaſon to love 
England more. I faid nothing but what I think 
wou'd induce any man to be as fond of you as |, 
plain Truth, did they know either it or you. I 
can't help thinking (when J conſider the whole 
ſhort Liſt of our friends) that none of them except 
you and I are qualify'd for the Mountains of 
Wales. The Dr. goes to Cards, Gay to Court; 
one loſes Money, one loſes his time : Another of 
our friends labours to be unambitious, but he la- 
bours in an unwilling ſoil. One Lady you like 
has too much of France to be fit for Wales : An- 
other is too much a ſubje& to Princes and Poten- 
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rates to reliſh that wild Tafte of liberty and po- 
verty. Mr. Congreve is too fick to bear a thin 
air; and ſhe that leads him too rich to enjoy 
any thing. Lord Peterborow can go to any cli- 
mate, but never ſtay in any. Lord Bathurſt is too 
great an huſbandman to like barren hills, except 
they are his own to improve. Mr. Bethel indeed 
is too good and too honeſt to live in the world, but 
yet 'tis fit, for its example, he ſhould. We are 
left to ourſelves in my opinion, and may live where 
we pleaſe, in Wales, Dublin, or Bermudas : And 
for me, I aſſure you I love the world fo well, and 
it loves me ſo well, that I care not in what part of 
it I paſs the reſt of my days. I ſee no ſunſhine bat 
in the face of a friend. | | 

I had a glympſe of a letter of yours lately, by 
which I find you are (like the vulgar) apter to 
think well of people out of power, than of people 
in power; perhaps *tis a miſtake, but however 
there's ſomething in it generous. Mr. * * takes it 
extreme kindly, I can perceive, and he has a great 
mind to thank you for that good opinion, for which 
believe he is only to thank his ill fortune: for if 
I am not in an error, he would rather be in power, 
than out. 

To ſhew you how fit I am to live in the moun- - 
tains, 1 will with great truth apply to myſelf an 
old ſentence : © Thoſe that are in, may abide in; 
and thoſe that are out, may abide out: yet to 
me, thoſe that are in ſhall be as thoſe that are 
* out, and thoſe that are out ſhall be as thoſe that 
% 1m.” 

I am indifferent as to all thoſe matters, but I 


miſs you as much as I did the firſt day, when (with 
Vor. VI. I 
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a ſhort ſigh) I parted. Wherever you are, (or on 
the mountains of Wales, or on the Coaſt of Dub. 
lin, | 
Tu mihi, ſeu magni ſuperas jam ſaxa Timavi, 
Sive oram Mllyrici legis aequoris— ) 
I am, and ever ſhall be Yours, etc. 


LETTER XVII. 


MR. GAY TO DR. SWIFT. 


Nov. 17, 1726. 
BOUT ten days ago a Book was publiſh'd 
here of the Travels of one Gulliver, which 
hath been the converſation of the whole town ever 
ſince : the whole impreſſion ſold in a week ; and 
nothing is more diverting than to hear the different 
opinions people give of it, though all agree in li- 
king it extremely. Tis generally ſaid that you are 
the Author ; but I am told, the Bookſeller declares, 
he knows not from what hand it came. From the 
. higheſt to the loweſt it is univerſally read, from 
the Cabinet-council to the Nurſery. The Politi- 
cians to a man agree, that it 1s free from particu- 
lar reflections, but that the Satire on general ſo- 
cieties of men is too ſevere. Not but we now and 
then meet with people of greater perfpicuity, who 
are in ſearch for particular applications in every 
leaf; and tis highly probable we ſhall have keys 
publiſhed to give light into Gulliver's deſign. 
Lord is the perſon who leaſt approves it, 
blaming it as a deſign of evil conſequence to de- 
preciate human nature, at which it cannot be won- 
dered that he takes moſt offence, being himſelf the 
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moſt accompliſh'd of his ſpecies, and ſo loſing more 
than any other of that praiſe which 1s due both to 
the dignity and virtue of a man *. Your friend, 
my Lord Harcourt, commends it very much, 
though he thinks in ſome places the matter too far 
carried. The Ducheſs Dowager of Marlborough 
is in raptures at it; ſhe ſays ſhe can dream of no- 
thing elſe ſince ſhe read it: ſhe declares, that ſhe 
hath now found out, that her whole life hath been 
loſt in careſſing the worſt part of mankind, and 
treating the beſt as her foes ; and that if ſhe knew 
Gulliver, tho' he had been the worſt enemy ſhe 
ever had, ſhe wonld give up her preſent acquaint- 
ance for his friendſhip. You may ſee by this, that 
you are not much injur'd by being ſuppoſed the 
Author of this piece. If you are, you have diſ- 
obliged us, and two or three of your belt friends, 
in not giving us the leaſt hint of it while you were 
with us; and in particular Dr. Arbuthnot, who 
ſavs it is ten thouſand pities he had not known it, 
he could have added ſuch abundance of things up- 
on every ſubjet. Among Lady-critics, fome have 
found out that Mr, Gulliver had a particular ma- 
lice to Maids of honour. T hoſe of them who fre- 
quent the Church, ſay, his deſign is impious, and 
that it is depreciating the works of the Creator, 
Notwithſtanding, I am told the Princeſs hath read 
it with great pleaſure, As to other Critics, they 
think the flying iſlands is the leaſt entertaining; 


* It is no wonder a man of real merit ſhould cendem 4 ſa- 
lire on his ſpecies; as it injures Virtue and violates Truth : 
And, as little, that a corrupt or worthleſs man ſhould approve 


ſuch a ſatire, becauſe it jullifies his principles and tends to ex- 
cale his practice. 
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and ſo great an opinion the town have of the im. 
pony of Gulliver s writing at all below him. 
ſelf, tis agreed that part was not writ by the ſame 
hand, tho' this hath its defenders too. It hath 
paſt Lords and Commons, nemine contradicente ; and 
the whole town, men, women, and children, arc 
quite full of it. 

Perhaps I may all this time be talking to you of 
a Book you have never feen, and which hath not 
yet reach'd ireland ; if it hath not, I believe what 
we have ſaid will be ſufhcient to recommend it to 
your reading, and that you * order me to ſend 
it to you. 

But it will be much better to come over yourſelf, 
and read it here, where you will have the pleaſure 
of variety of commentators, to explain the difficult 
paſſages to you. 

We all rejoice that you have fixed the b 
time of your coming to be cam hirundine prina; 
which we modern naturalifts pronounce ought to 
be reckoned, contrary to Pliny, in this northern 
latitude of fifty-two degrees, from the end of fe- 
bruary, Styl. Greg. at fartheſt, But to us your 
friends, the coming of ſuch a black ſwallow a 
you, will make a ſummer in the worſt of ſeaſons. 
We are no leſs glad at your mention of Twicken- 
ham and Dawley ; and in town you know you have 
a lodging at Court. 

The Princeſs is cloath'd in Iriſh filk ; pray give 
our ſervice to the Weavers. We are ſtrangely fur- 
- prized to hear that the Bells in Ireland ring without 
your money. I hope you do not write the thing that 
is not. We are afraid that B-— hath been guilty 
of that crime, that you (like Honynhnm) have 
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treated him as a Yahoo, and diſcarded him your 
ſervice. 1 fear you do not underſtand theſe modiſh 
terms, which every creature now underſtands but 


yourſelf, | 4 

vou tell us your Wine is bad, and that the 
Clergy do not frequent your houſe, which we look 
upon to be tautology. The beſt advice we can give 
you is, to make them a preſent of Your wine, and 
come away to better. 

You fancy we envy you, but you are miſtaken ; 
we envy thoſe you are -with, for we cannot envy 
the man we love. Adieu. 


22 — 


LETTER XIX. 


Nov. 16, 1726. 
HAVE reſolved to take time; and in ſpite of all 
misfortunes and demurs, which fickneſs, lame- 
neſs, or diſability of any kind can throw in my way, 
to write you (at intervals) a long letter. My two 
leaſt fingers of one hand hang impediments to the 
others “, like uſeleſs dependents, who only take 
up room, and never are active or aſſiſtant to our 
wants: I ſhall never be much the better for em 
| congratulate you firſt upon what you call your 
Couſin's wonderful Book, which is publica trita 
manu at preſent, and I prophecy will be hereafter 
the admiration of all men. That countenance 


* This was occaſioned by a bad accident as he was returning 
home in a friends Chariot; whick in paſſing a bridge was over- 
turned, and thrown with the horſes into the River. The glaſes 
being up, and Mr. Pope unable to break them, he was in imme- 
date danger of drowning, when the poſtillion, who had juſt re- 
covered himleif, beat the glaſs which lay uppermoſt to pieces: 
: — ot which cut one of Mr. Pope's hands very danger- 

J. | 
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with which it is received by ſome ſtateſmen, is de. 
lightful; I wiſh J could tell you how every ſingle 
man looks upon it, to obſerve which has been my 
Whole diverſion this fortnight, I've never been 2 
night in London fince you left me, till now for 
this very end, and indeed it has fully anſwered my 
expectations. 

I find no conſiderable man very angry at the 
book : ſome indeed think it rather too bold, and 
too general a Satire: but none, that J hear of, 
accuſe it of particular reflections (I mean no per- 
| ſons of conſequence, or good judgment; the mob 
of Critics, you know, always are deſirous to apply 
Satire to thoſe they envy for being above them) ſo 
that you needed not to have been ſo ſecret upon 
this head, Motte receiv'd the copy (he tells me) 
he knew not from whence, nor from whom, dropp'd 
at his houſe in the dark, from a Hackney-coach: 
by computing the time, I found it was after you 
left England, fo, for my part, I ſuſpend my judg- 
ment. 

I am pleas'd with the nature and quality of your 
Preſent to the Princeſs. The Iriſh ſtuff you ſent 
to Mrs. HI. her R. H. laid hold of, and has made 
up for her own uſe. Are you determin'd to be 
National in every thing, even in your civilities? 
you are the greateſt Politician in Europe at this 
rate; but as you are a rational Politician, there's 
no great fear of you, you will never ſucceed. 
Another thing, in which you have pleaſed me, 
was what you ſay to Mr. P. by which it ſeems to 
me that you value no man's civility above your 
own dignity, or your own Reaſon. Surely, with- 
ont flattery, you are now above all parties of men, 
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and it is high time to be ſo, after twenty or thirty 
years obſervation of the great world. 

Nullius addi &us jurare in verba magiſtri. 
] queſtion not, many men would be of your intimacy, 
that you might be of their intereſt : But God for- 
bid an honeſt or witty man ſhould be of any, but 
that of his country. They have ſcoundrels enough 
to write for their paſſions and their deſigns ; let us 
write for truth, for honour and for poſterity. If 
you muſt needs write about Politics at all (but 
perhaps *tis full as wiſe to play the fool any other 
way) ſurely it ought to be ſo as to preſerve the dig- 
nity and integrity of your character with thcie 
times to come, which will moſt 1mpartially judge 
of you. 

I wiſh you had writ to Lord Peterborow, no man 
is more affectionate toward you. Don't fancy 
none but Tories are your friends ; for at that rate 
I muſt be, at moſt, but half your friend, and fin- 
cerely I am wholly ſo. Adieu, write often, and 
come ſoon, for many wiſh you well, and all would 
be glad of your company. 


———————— 


LETTER XX. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Dublin, Nov. 17, 1726. 
AM juſt come from anſwering a Letter of 
Mrs. H---'s writ in ſuch myſtical terms, that 1 
ſhould never have found out the meaning, if a Book 
had not been ſent me called Gulliver's Travels, of 
which you ſay ſo much in yours. I read the Book 
over, and in the ſecond volume obſerved ſeveral 
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paſſages, which appear to be patch'd and altered *, 
and the ſtyle of a-different ſort (unleſs I am much 
miſtaken.) Dr. Arbuthnot likes the Projectors 
leaſt + ; others, you tell me, the Flying iſland; 
ſome think it wrong to be ſo hard upon whole 
Bodies or Corporations, yet the general opinion 
ie, that reflegions on particular perſons are moſt 
to be blam'd: ſo that in theſe caſes, I think the 
beſt method is to let cenſure and opinion take their 
courſe, A Biſhop here ſaid, that book was full of 
improbable lies, and for -his part, he hardly be- 
lieved a word of it; and ſo much for Gulliver, 

Going to England is a very good thing, if it 
, were not attended with an ugly circumſlance of 
returning to Ireland, It is a ſhame you do not 
perſuade your Miniſters to keep me on that ſide, if 
it were but by a court expedient of keeping me in 
priſon for a Plotter; but at the ſame time I niuſt 
tell you, that ſuch Journeys very much ſhorten my 
life, for a month here is longer than ſix at Twick- 
enham. 

How comes friend Gay to be ſo tedious ? another 
man can publiſh fifty-thouſand Lies ſooner than he 
can fifty Fables. 

I am juſt going to perform a very good office, it 
is to aſſiſt with the Archbiſhop, in degrading a Par- 
ſon who couples all our beggars, by which | ſhall 
make one happy man : and decide the great quel- 
tion of an indelible character in favour of the 
principles in faſhion ; this I hope you will repreſent 


This was a fact, which is complained of and re dreſſed in 
the Dublin Edition of the Dean's works. 

+ Becauſe he underſtood it to be intended as a ſatire on the 
Royal Society, 
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to the Miniſtry in my favour, as a point of merit; 
fo farewell till I return. 

| am come back, and have deprived the parſon, 

who by a law here is to be hanged the next couple 
he marries : he declared to us that he reſolved to 
be hanged, only deſiring that when he was to go 
to the gallows the Archbiſhop would take off his 
Excommunication. Is not he a good Catholic? 
and yet he is but a Scatch- man. This is the only 
riſh event I have ever troubled yon with, and [ 
think it deſerves notice Let me add, that, if I 
were Gulliver's friend, I would deſire all my ac: 
quaintance to give out that his COPY was baſely 
mangled, and abufed, and added to, and blotted 
out by the Printer; for ſo to me it ſeems, in the 
ſecond volume PERO 


Dy | Adieu, 


- 
—_— 
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FROM DR. SWIFT: 


Decemb. 5, 1726. 

BELIEVE the hurt, in, your hand affects me 

more than it does yourſelf, aud with-reaſon, 
becauſe 1 may probably be a greater loſer, by iz. 
What have Aceidents tu do ich thoſe who gre, ng 
ther jockeys, nor fox-hunters, nor, bullies, nor 
Gunkards ? And yet a raſeally Groom ſhall gallop 
a foundred horſe ten ade ey A a Cauſeway: . and 
get home ſafe.; | * 

I am very much pleas'd, * ya approve phat 
was ſent, becauſe J remember:to) have heard a great 
man ſay, that nothing required more judgment 
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than making a preſent ; which when it is done to 
thoſe of high rank, ought to be of ſomething that 
is not readily got for money. You oblige me, and 
at the ſame time do me juſtice in what yon obſerve 
as to Mr. P. Beſides, it is too late in life for me 
to act otherwiſe, and therefore I follow a very eaſy 
road to virtue, and purchaſe it cheap. If you 
will give me leave to join us, is not your life and 
mine a ſtate of power, and dependence a ſtate of 
flavery ? We care not three pence whether a Prince 
or Miniſter will fee us or no: We are not afraid of 
having ill offices done us, nor are at the trouble of 
guarding our words for fear of giving offence. [ 
do agree that Riches are Liberty, but then we are 
to put into the balance how long our apprentice- 
ſhip is to laſt in acquiring them. 

Since you have receiv'd the verſes, I moſt ear- 
neſtly intreat you to burn thoſe which you do not 
approve, and thoſe few where you may not diſlike 
ſome parts blot out the reſt,” and ſometimes (tho' 
it be againſt the lazineſs of your nature) be fo kind 
to make a few corrections, if the matter will bear 
them. I have ſome few of thoſe things I call 
Thoughts moral and diverting ; if you pleaſe, 1 
will ſend the beſt ] can pick from them, to add to 
the new volume. I have reaſon to chuſe the me- 
-thod you mention of mixing ſeveral verſes, and! 
hope thereby among the bad Critics to be entitled 
to mofe merit than is my due. 

This moment I am ſo happy to have a letter from 
my Lord Peterborow, for which I intreat you will 
' preſent him with my humble reſpe&s and thanks, 
tho? he all-to-be Gullivers me by very ſtrong infi- 
nuations. Though you deſpiſe Riddles, | an 
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ſtrongly tempted to ſend a parcel to be printed by 
themſelves, and make a nine-penny job for the 
book ſeller. There are ſome of my own, wherein J 
exceed mankind, Mira Poemata! the moſt ſolemn that 
uere exer ſeen; and ſome writ by others, admirable 
indeed, but far inferior to mine ; but I will not 
praiſe myſelf, You approve that writer who lauglis 
and makes others laugh; but why ſhould I who 
hate the world, or you who do not love it, make 
it ſo happy? therefore I reſolve from henceforth to 
handle only ſerious ſubjects, riff quid tu, dedte Tre- 
bati, Diſſentis. Your, etc. 


LETTER XX 


March 8, 1726-y. 
R. Stopford will be the bearer of this letter, 
for whoſe acquaintance I am, among many 
other favours, obliged to you: and I think the 
acquaintance of ſo valuable, ingenious, and unaf- 

fected a man, to be none of the leait obligations. 
Our Miſcellany is now quite printed. I ant 
prodigiouſly pleas'd with this joint-volume, in 
which, methinks, we look like friends, fide by ſide, 
ſerious and merry by turns, converſing interchange- 
ably and walking down hand in hand to poſterity ; 
not in the ſtiff forms of learned Authors, flattering 
cach other, and ſetting the reſt of mankind at 
nought : but in a free, unimportant, natural, eaſy 
manner; diverting others juſt as we diverted our- 
ſelves. The third volume conſiſts of Verſes, but 
I would chuſe to print none but ſuch as have ſome 
peculiarity, and may be diſtinguiſh'd for ours, 
from ether writers. There's no end of making 
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Books, Solomon ſaid, and above all of making 
Miſcellanies, which all men can make. For un- 
leſs there be a character in every piece, like the 
mark of the Elect, I ſhould not care to be one of 
the Twelve-thouſand ſigned. 

You receiv'd, I hope, ſome commendatory verſes 
from a Horſe and a Lilliputian, to Gulliver; and 
an heroic Epiſtle of Mrs. Gulliver. The Book- 
ſeller would fain have printed them before the ſe- 
cond Edition of the Book, but I would not permit 
it without your approbation ; nor do I much like 
. them. You ſee how much like a poet I write, and 
yet if you were with us, you'd be deep in Politics. 
People are very warm, and very angry, very little 
to the purpoſe, but therefore the more warm and 
the more, angry: Nen no/trum eff, Tantas componere 
lites. I ſtay at Twit'nam, without ſo much as read- 
ing news-papers, . votes, or any other paltry Pam- 
phlets : Mr. Stopford will carry you a whole parcel 
of them, which are ſent for your diverſion, but 
not imitation. For my own part, methinks I am 
et Glubdubdrib with noue but ancients and ſpirits 
about me. | 

Lam rather better than J uſe to be at this ſeaſon, 
but my hand (tho', as you ſee, it has not luſt its 
cunning) is frequently in very aukward ſenſations 
rather than pain. But to couvince you it is pretty 
well, it has done ſome miſchief already, and juſt 
been ſtrong enough to cut the other hand, while 
it was aiming to prune a fruit- tre. 

Lady Bolingbroke has writ you a long, vey 
letter, which will attend this : She has very bad 
health, he very good. Lord Peterborow has writ 
twice to you; we fancy ſome letters have been in- 
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tercepted or loſt by accident. About ten thouſand 
things | want to tell you: 1 with you were as im- 
patient to hear them, for if ſo, you would, you 
muſt come early this ſpring. Adicu. Let me have 
a line from you. I am vex'd at loſing Mr. Stop- 
ford as ſoon as I knew him: but I thank God I 
have known him no longer. If every man one be- 
gins to value muſt ſettle in Ireland, pray make me 
know no more of 'em, and 1 forgive you this 
one. 


LETTER XXII. 


| OR. 2, 1727. 
T is a perfect trouble to me to write to you, and 
your kind letter left for me at Mr. Gay's affe&- 

ed me ſo much, that it made me Hke a girl. I 

can't tell what to ſay to you; Tonly feel that I with 

vou well in every circumſtance of life; that tis 
almoſt as good to be hated as to be loved, cotſi- 
dering the pain it is to mir d of any tender turn, 
to find themſelves ſo utterly impotent to do any 
good, or give any eaſe to thoſe who deſerve moſt 
from us. 1 would very fain know, as ſoon as you 
recover your complaints, or any part of them. 

Would to God I could eaſe any of them, or had 

been able even to have alleviated any! I found I 

was not, and truly it grieved me. I was ſorry to 

lind you could think yourſelf eaſier in any houſe 
than in mine, tho? at the ſame time | can allow for 

a tenderneſs in your way of thinking, even when 

it ſeem'd to want that tenderneſs ; I can't explain 

my meaning, perhaps you know it. But the beſt 
way of convincing you of my indulgence, will be, 
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if J live, to viſit you in Ireland, and act there 2; 
much in my own way as you did here in yours. 
will not leave your roof, if I amifl. To your 
bad health I fear there was added ſome diſagreeable 
news from Ireland, which might occaſion your ſo 
ſudden departure : For the laſt time I ſaw you, you 
aſſured me you would not leave us this whole win- 
ter, unleſs your health grew better, and I don't find 
it did ſo. I never comply'd ſo unwillingly in my life 
with any friend as with you, in ſtaying ſo intirely 
from you ; nor could I have had the conſtancy to do 
it, if you had not promiſed that before you went 
we ſhou'd meet, and you would ſend to us all to 
come. I have given your remembrances to thoſe 
you mention in yours: we are quite ſorry for you, 
I mean for ourſelves. I hope, as you do, that we 
ſhall meet in a more durable and more fatisfaQtory 
ſtate ; but the leſs ſure I am of that, the more I 
would indulge it in this. We are to believe, we 
ſhall have ſome better than even a friend, there, 
but certainly here we have nothing ſo good. Adieu 
for this time ; may you find every friend you go to 
as pleas'd and happy, as every friend you wetit 
from is ſorry and troubled. 


Yours, etc. 
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LETTER XXIV. 


* FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Dublin, Oct. 12, 1727. 
HAVE been long reaſoning with myſelf upon 
the condition I am in, and in concluſion have 
thought it beſt to return to what fortune hath made 
my home; I have there a large houſe, and ſervants 
and conveniencies about me. I may be worſe than 
Jam, and I have no where to retire.. I therefore 
thought it beſt to return to Ireland, rather than to 
go to any diſtant place in England. Here is my 
maintenance, and here my convenience. If it 
pleaſed God to reſtore me to my health, I ſhall 
readily make a third journey ; if not, we muſt part 
as all human creatures have parted. | You are the 
beſt and kindeſt friend in the world, and I know 
no-body alive or dead to whom I am ſo much obli 
ed; and if ever you made me angry, it was for 
your too much care about me. I have often wiſh'd 
that God Almighty would be ſo eaſy to the weak- 
neſs of mankind as to let old friends be acquainted 
in another ſtate; and if I were to write an Utopia 
for heaven, that would be one of my ſchemes. This 
wildneſs you muſt allow for, becauſe I am giddy 
and deaf. | 
I find it more convenient to be ſick here, without 
the vexation of making my friends uneaſy ; yet 
my giddineſs alone would not have done, if that 
unſociable comfortleſs deafneſs had not quite tired 
me. And I believe I ſhould have returned from 
the Inn, if I had not feared it was only a ſhort in- 
termiſſion, and the year was late, and my licence 
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expiring. Surely beſides all other faults, I ſhould 
be a very ill judge, to doubt your friendſhip and 
kindneſs. But 1t hath pleaſed God that you are 
not in a ſtate pf! health, to be 'mortified with the 
care and ſickneſs of a friend. Two fick friends 
never did well together; ſuch an office is fitter for 
ſervants and humble companions, to whom it is 
wholly indifferent whether we give them trouble or 
no. The caſe would be quite otherwiſe if you 
were with me; you could refuſe to ſee any body, 
and here 'is a large houfe where we need not hear 
each other if we Here both ſick. I have a race of 
orderly elderly people of both ſexes at command, 
who are of no confequence, and have gifts proper 
for attending us; who can bawl when I am deaf, 
and tread ſoftly when I am only giddy and would 
ſleep. | 

1 bud another reaſon for my haſte hither, which 
was changing my Agent, the old one Having ter- 
ribly involved my little affairs; to which however 
am groun ſo indifferent, that I believe I fhall loſe 
two or three hundred pounds rather than plague 
myſelf with accompts; fo that I am very well qua- 
häed to be a Lord, and Put into Peter Walter's 
hands. 

ts Pray God continue and increaſe Mr. C ongreve's 
amendment, though he does not deferve it like you, 
having been too Javilt. of that health which Nature 
— him. 

1 hope my Whitehall landlord is nearer to a place 
than When F left him; as the preacher ſaid, the 
„day of judgment Was HEarer than '« ever it had 
60 „bean before. Wan 2:4 | 


* 
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Pray God ſend you health, der ſalulem, det opes; 
— aequam tibi ipſe parabis. Vou ſee Horace 
wiſned for money, as well as health; and I would 
hold a crown he kept a coach; and | ſhall never 


be a friend to the Court, till you do fo too. 
Your's, Etc, 


LETTER Mu. 


FROM DR. SWIFT, 
October 30, 1727. 


HE firſt letter I writ after my landing was to 


Mr. Gay; but it would have been wiſer to 
direct to 'I'onſon or Lintot, to whom I believe his 
lodgings are better known than to the runners of 
the Polt-omee, In that Letter Fou wal nnd wart & 
quick change I made in ſeven days from London 
to the Deanry, through many nations and languages 
unknown to the civilized world, And | have often 
reflected in how few hours, with a ſwift horſe or a 
ſtrong gale, a man may come among a people as 
unknown to him as the Antipodes, If I did not 
know you more by your converſation and kindneſs 
than by your letter, | might be baſe enough to ſuſ- 
pet, that in point of friendſhip you acted like ſome 
Philoſophers who writ much better upon Virtue 

than they practiſed it. In anſwer, I can only ſwear 
*that you have taught me to dream, which I had. 


not done in twelve years further than by inexpreſ- 


ible nenſenſe ; but now I can every night diſtinct- 
ly ſee Twickenham, and the Grotto, and Dawley, 
and many other et cetera's, and it is but three nights 
lince 1 beat Mrs. Pope. I muſt needs confeſs, that 
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the pleaſure I take in thinking on you is very much 
leſſened by the pain I am in about your health: 
You pay dearly for the great talents God hath 
given you; and for the conſequences of them in the 
eſteem and diſtinction you receive from mankind, 
unleſs you can provide a tolerable ſtock of health; 
in which purſuit J cannot much commend your 
conduct, but rather entreat you would mend it by 
following the advice of my Lord Bolingbroke and 
your other Phyſicians. When you talk'd of Cups 
and impreſſions, it came into my head to imitate 


you in quoting Scripture, not to your advantage; 


I mean what was ſaid to David by one of his bro- 
thers: I knew thy pride and the naughtineſs of 
thy heart; I remember when it grieved your 
foul to ſee me pay a penny more than my club at 
an inn, when you had maintained me three months 
at bed and board; for which if I had dealt with 
you in the Smithfield way it would have coit me a 
hundred pounds, for | live worſe here upon more. 
Did you ever conſider that I am for life almoſt 
twice as rich as you, and pay no rent, and drink 
French wine twice as cheap as you do Port, and 
have neither Coach, Chair, nor Mother? As to the 
world, I think you ought to ſay to it with St. Paul, 
1f we have ſown unto you /piritual things, is it a great 
thing if wwe ſhall reap your carnal things ? This is 
more proper fill, if you conſider the French word 
ſpiritual, in which ſenſe the word ought to pay you 
better than they do. If you made me a preſent of 
a thouſand pound, 1 would not allow myſelf to be 
in your debt; and if I made you a preſent of tuo, 
I would not allow myſelf to be out of it. But! 
have not half your pride; witneſs what Mr. Gay 
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ſays in his letter, that I was cenſured for begging 
Nan tho* I limited them to ten ſhillings. I 
ſee no reaſon, (at leaſt my friendſhip and vanity 
ſee none) why you ſhould not give me a viſit, when 
you ſhall happen to be diſengaged: I will ſend a 
perſon to Cheſter to take care of you, and you ſhall 
be uſed by the beſt folks we have here, as well as 
civility and good- nature can contrive; I believe lo- 
cal motion will be no ill phyſic, and I will have 
your coming inſcribed on my Tomb, and recorded 
in never-dying verſe. 

I thank Mrs. Pope for her prayers, but I know 
the myſtery. A perſon of my acquaintance, who 
uſed to correſpond with the laſt Great Duke of 
Tuſcany, ſhewing one of the Duke's letters to a 
friend, and profeſſing great ſenſe of his Highneſs's 
friendſhip, read this paſſage out of theſe letters, / 
would give one of my fingers to procure your real good. 
The perſon to whom this was read, and who knew 
the Duke well, ſaid, the meaning of real good was 
only that the other might turn a good Catholic. 
Pray aſk Mrs. Pope whether this ſtory is applicable 
to her and me? I pray God bleſs her, for I am ſure 
ſhe is a good Chriſtian, * (which is almoſt as 
rare) a good Woman, 


Adieu. 
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t LE, TT IHR Ni., 
"MR. GAY TO DR. SWIFT. 


Oct. 22, 1727. 

H E Queen's family is at laſt ſettled, and in 

the liſt | was appointed Gentleman-uſher to 

the princeſs Louiſa, the youngeſt Princeſs ; which, 
upon account that I am ſo far advanced in life, 1 
have declined accepting; and have endeavour'd, 
in the beſt manner I could, to make my excuſes by 
a Letter to her Majeſty. So now all my expeQa- 
tions are vaniſh'd ; and I have no proſpect, but in 
depending wholly upon myſelf, and my own con- 
duct. As I am us'd to diſappointments, I can bear 
omg but as I can have no more hopes, I can no 


aca 


mois ve diiappointed, fo that I am in a bleſſed con- 
dition,—You remember you were adviſing me to 
go into Newgate to finiſh my ſcenes the more cor- 
rectly—1I now think I fhall, for | have no atten- 
dance to hinder me; but my Opera is already 
finiſh'd. I leave the reſt of this paper to Mr. 
Pope. 

Gay is a Free-man, and I writ him a long Con- 
gratulatory Letter upon it. Do you the ſame: It 
will mend him, and make him a better man than 
a Court could do. Horace might keep his coach 
in Auguſtus's time, if he pleas'd; but | wont in 
the time of our Auguſtus, My Poem (which it 
grieves me that I dare not ſend you a copy of, for 
fear of the Curl's and Dennis's of Ireland, and ſtill 
more for fear of the worſt of Traytors, our F riends 
and Admirers) my Poem, I ſay, will ſhew what a 
diſtinguiſhing age we lived in: Your name is in it, 
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with ſome others under a mark of fuch ignominy, 
26 you will not much grieve to wear in that com- 
pany. Adieu, and God bleſs you, and give you 
health and ſpints, 

Il hether thou chuje Cervantes ſerious air, 

Or laugh and ſhake in Rad'lais' eaſy chair, 

Or in the graver Gown inſtru mankind, 

Or, filent, let thy morals tell thy mind. 


Theſe two verſes are over and above what I've ſaid 
of you in the Poem“. Adieu. 


— 


—_ 


LETTER XXVIL 
DR. SWIFT TO MR. GAY. 


Dublin, Nov. 27, 1727. 

ENTIRELY approve your refuſal of that em- 
ployment, and your writing to the Queen. I 

am perfectly confident you have a keen enemy in 
the Miniſtry. God forgive him, but not till he 
puts himſelf in a ſtate to be forgiven. Upon rea- 
ſoning with myſelf, I ſhould hope they are gone 
too far to diſcard you quite, and that they will give 
you ſomething; which, although much leſs than 
they ought, will be (as far as it is worth) better 
circumſtantiated : And fince you already juſt live, 
a middling help will make you juſt tolerable. 
Your lateneſs in life (as yau ſo ſoon call it) might 
be improper to begin the world with, but almoſt 
the eldeſt men may hope to ſee changes in a Court, 
A Miniſter is always ſeventy : You are thirty years 
We ſee by this, with what judgment Mr. Pope corrected 


ind eraſed. 
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| younger; and conſider, Cromwell himſelf did not 
[ begin to appear till he was older than you, ] beg 
you will be thrifty, and learn to value a ſhilling, 
which Dr. Birch ſaid was a ſerious thing. Geta 
ſtronger fence about your 1000 J. and throw the 
inner fence into the heap, and be adviſed by your 
Twickenham landlord and me about an annuity, 
You are the moſt refractory, honeſt, good-natured 
man I ever have known; I could argue out this 
paper—l am very glad your opera is finiſhed, and 
hope your friends will join the readier to make it 
(ſucceed, becauſe you are ill uſed by others. 

J have known Courts theſe thirty-ſix years, and 
know they differ; but in ſome things they are ex- 
tremely conſtant: Firſt, in the crite old maxim of 
a Miniſter's never forgiving thoſe he hath injured: 
Secondly, in the infincerity of thoſe who would be 

| thought the beſt friends: Thirdly, in the love of 
| fawning, cringing, and tale-bearing : Fourthly, in 

ſacrificing thoſe whom we really wiſh well, to a 
point of intereſt, or intrigue : Fifthly, in keeping 
every thing worth taking, for thoſe who can do 
ſervice or diſ-ſervice. 

Now why does not Pope publiſh his dulneſs? 
the rogues he marks wall die of themſelves in peace, 
and ſo will his friends, and ſo there will be neither 
puniſhment nor reward—Pray enquire how my 
Lord St. John does? there's no man's health in 
England | am more concerned about than his.— 

_] wonder whether you begin to taſte the pleaſure 
of independency ; or whether you do not ſome- : 
times leer upon the Court, oculo retorto? Will you : 
not think of an Annuity, when you are two years 
older, and have doubled your purchaſe-money : 


e 
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Have you dedicated your Opera, and got the uſual 
dedication-fee of twenty guineas ? How is the Doc- 
tor ? does he not chide that you never called upon 
him for hints? Is my Lord Bolingbroke at the mo- 
ment I am writing, a planter, a philoſopher, ar a 
writer? Is Mr. Pulteney in expectation of a ſon, 
or my Lord Oxford of a new old manuſcript ? 

bought your Opera to day for ſix-pence, a 
curſed print. I find there is neither dedication nor 
preface, both which wants I approve; it 1s in the 
grand gout, 

We are all as full of it pro modulo noſtro as Lon- 
don can be; continually acting, and houſes cramm'd, 
and the Lord Lieatenant ſeveral times there laugh- 
ing his heart out. I did not underſtand that the 
ſcene of Locket and Peachum's quarrel was an imi- 
tation of one between Brutus and Caſſius, till I 
was told it. IT wiſh Macheath, when he was go- 
ing to be hang'd, had imitated Alexander the great 
when he was dying: I would have had his fellow- 
rogues defire his commands about a Succeſſor, and 
he to anſwer, Let it be the moſt worthy, etc. We 
hear a million of ſtories about the Opera, of the 


"applauſe of the ſong, That was levell at me, when 


two great Miniſters were in a box together, and all 
the world ſtaring at them. I am heartily glad your 
Opera hath mended your purſe, though perhaps it 
may ſpoil your court. 

Will you defire my Lord Bolingbroke, Mr. Pul- 
teney, and Mr, Pope, to command you to buy an 
annuity with two thouſand pounds? that you may 
laugh at courts, and bid Miniſters 


Ever preſerve ſome ſpice. of the Alam and 
prepare againſt Age and Dulneſs, and Sickneſs, 
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and Coldneſs or Death of Friends. A Whore ha; 
a reſource left, that ſhe can turn bawd; but an old 
decay'd Poet is a creature abandon'd, and at mercy, 
when he can find none. Get me likewiſe Polly'; 
Meſſo-tinto. Lord, how the ſchool-boys at Weſt 
minſter, and Univerſity lads adore you at this junc- 
ture! Have you made as many men laugh, as Mini- 
ſters can make weep ? 

I will excuſe 8ir —— the trouble of a letter: 
When Ambaſſadors came from Troy to condole 
with Tiberius upon the death of his Nephew, after 
two years ; the Emperor anſwered, that he likewiſe 
condoled with them for the untimely death of 
Hector. I always loved and reſpected him very 
much, and do ſtill as much as ever; and it is a re- 
turn ſufficient, if he pleaſes to accept the offers of 
my moſt humble ſervice. 

The Beggar's Opera hath knock'd down Gulli. 
ver; I hope to ſee Pope's Dulneſs knock down the 
Beggar's Opera, but not till it hath fully done its 
Job. 

To expoſe vice, and make people laugh with in- 
nocence, does more public ſervice, than all the 
Miniſters of ſtate from Adam to Walpole, and ſe 
adieu. 
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LETTER XXVII.. 
LORD BOLINGBROKE TO DR. SWIFT. 


OPE charges himſelf with this letter ; he has 
J been here two days, the is now hurrying'to 
London, he will hurry back to Twickenham in 
two days more, and before the end of the week he 
will be, for ought I know, at Dublin. In the 
mean time his“ Dulne/s grows and flouriſhes as if 
he was there already. It will indeed be a noble 
work : the many will ſtare at it, the few will ſmile, 
and all his patrons from Bickerſtaff to Gulliver 
will rejoice, to ſee themſelves adorned in that im- 
mortal piece. | ; 

[ hear that you have had ſome return of your ill- 
neſs which carried you ſo ſuddenly from us (if in- 
deed it was your own illneſs which made you in 
ſuch haſte to be at Dublin.) Dear Swift take care 
of your health, ll give you a receipt for it 2 /a 
Mentagne, or which is better 4 la Bruyere. Nou- 
riſer bien votre corps; ne le fatiguer jamais laifſer 
rouiller Pe&/prit, meuble inutil, woire outil dangereux : 
Laiſſer ſouner wos cloches le matin pour eveiller les cha- 
noines, et pour faire dormir le Doyen d un ſommeil doux 
et prefond, qui luy procure de beaux /onges : Lever vous 
tard, et aller a Þ Egliſe, pour vous faire payer d'avoir 
bien dormi et bien dejeunt. As to myſelf (a perſon 
about whom I concern myſelf very little) ] muſt ſay 
a word or two out of complaiſance to you. I am 
in my farm, and here I ſhoot ſtrong and tenacious 
roots: I have caught hold of the earth (to uſe a 
Gardener's phraſe) and neither my enemies nor 


* The Dunciad, 0 
You, VI. K 
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my friends will find it an eaſy matter to tranſplant 
me again. Adieu. Let me hear from you, at lea} 
of you: I love you for a thouſand things, for none 
more than for the juſt eſteem and love you have for 
all the ſons of Adam. 

P. 8. According to Lord Bolinghroke's account 
I ſhall be at Dublin in three days. I cannot help 
adding a word, to deſire you to expect. my foul 
there with you by that time ; but as for the jade of 
a body that is tack'd to it, I fear there will be no 
dragging it after. I aſſure you I have few friend; 
here to detain me, and no powerful one at Court 
abſolutely to forbid my journey. I am told the. 
Gynocraſy are of opinion, that they want no bet- 
ter writers than Cibber and the Britiſh journaliſt; 
ſo that we may live at quiet, and apply ourſelve; 
to our more abſtruſe ſtudies. The only Courtiers 
I know, or have the honour to call my friends, are 
John Gay and Mr. Bowry ; the former ds at preſent 
fo employed in the elevated airs of his Opera, and 
the latter in the exaltation of his high dignity (that 
of her Majeſty's Waterman) chat I can ſcarce ob- 
tain a categorical anſwer from either to any thing 
I fay to em. But the Opera ſucceeds extremely, 
to yours and my extreme ſatisfaftion, of which he 
promiſes this poſt to give you a full account. 1 
have been in a worſe condition of health than ever, 
and think my immortality is very near out of my 
enjoyment: ſo it muſt be in you, and in poſterity, 
to make me what amends you can for dying young. 
Adieu. While I am, I am yours. Pray love me, 
* and take care of yourſelf. 


* 
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LETTER XAXIE 


March 23, 1727-8. 
SEND you a very odd thing, a paper printed 
in Boſton in New-England, wherein you'll 
find a real perſon, a member of their Parliament, 
of the name of Jonathan Gulliver. If the fame of 
that Traveller has travell'd thither, it has travell'd 
very quick to have folks chriſten'd already by the 
name of the ſuppoſed Author. But if you object 
that no child ſo lately chriſten'd could be arrived 
at years of maturity to be eleQed into Parliament, 
I reply (to ſolve the riddle) that the perſon is an 
anabaptiſi, and not chriſten'd till full age, which 
ſets all right. However it be, the accident is very 
fingular, that theſe two names ſhould be united. 
Mr. Gay's Opera has been ated near forty days 
running, and will certainly continue the whole 
ſeaſon. So he has more than a fence about his 
thouſand pound“: ke'll ſoon be thinking of a 
fence about his two thouſand. Shall no one of 
us live as we would wiſh each other to live? Shall 
he have no annuity, you no ſettlement on this fide, 
and I no proſpect of getting to you on the other? 
This world is made for Caeſar—as Cato ſaid, for 
amhitious, falſe,” or flattering people to domineer 


* Before Mr, Gay had fenced this thouſand pounds, he had a 
conſultatiod with his frien is about the diſpoſal of it. Mr, Lewis 
adviled him to intruſt it to the funds, and live upon the intereſt: 
Dr. Arbuthnot, to intruſt it to Providence, and live upon the 
principal z and Mr, Pope was for purchaſing an annuity for lite. 
la this uncertainty Le could only ſay with the old man in Te- 


rence, 
| feciſtit probe, 
Incertiar ſum mute, quam dudun. 


KS 
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in: Nay they would not, by their good will, lexye 
us our very bocks, thoughts, or words in quiet, | 
deſpiſe the world yet, I afſure you, more than either 
Gay or you, and the Court more than all the reg 
of the world. As for thoſe Scriblers for whom you 
apprehend | would ſuppreſs my Dulneſs (which by 
the way, for the future, you are to call by a more 
pompous name, The Dunciad) how much that net 
of Hornets are my regard, will eaſily appear to 
you, when you read the Treatiſe cf the Bathos. 
At all adventures, yours an my name ſhall ſtand 
linked as friends to poſterity, both in verſe and 
proſe, and (as Tully calls it) in conſuetudine Siudi- 
erum. Would to God our perſons could but as well 
and as ſurely, be inſeparable! I find my other Tyes 
dropping from me: ſome worn off, ſome torn of, 
others relaxing daily : My greateſt, both by duty, 
gratitude, and humanity, Time 1s ſhaking every 
moment, and it now hangs but by a thread! In 
many years the older, for living ſo much with one 
ſo old ; much the more helpleſs, for having been 
ſo long help'd.and tended by her; much the more 
conſiderate and tender, for a daily commerce with 
one who required me juſtly to be both to her ; and 
conſequently the more melancholy and thoughtful; 
and the leſs fit for others, who want only in acom- 
panion or a friend, to be amuſed or entertained. 
My conſtitution too has had its ſhare of decay, 2 
well as my ſpirits, and I am as much in the decline 
at forty as you at ſixty. I believe we ſhould be it 
to live together, could I get a little more healti, 
which might make me not quite in ſupportable: 
your Deafneſs would agree with my Dulneſs; you 
would not want me to ſpeak when you could not heat. 
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But God forbid you ſhould be as deſtitute of the 
(cial comforts of life, as I muſt when I loſe my 
mother; or that ever you ſhou'd loſe your more 
uſeful acquaintance ſo utterly, as to turn your 
thoughts to ſuch a broken reed as l am, who could 
ſo ill ſupply your wants. I am extremely troubled 
at the 1eturns of your deafneſs; you cannot be too 
particular in the accounts of your health to me; 
every thing you do or ſay in this kind obliges me, 
nay, delights me, to ſee the juſtice you do in think- 
ing me concern'd in all your concerns; ſo that 
though the pleaſanteſt thing you can tell me be 
that you are better or eaſier ; next to that it pleaſes 
me, that you make me the perſon you would com- 
plain to, | 
As the obtaining the love of valuable men is the 
happieſt end I know of this life, ſo the next fehcity 
1s to get rid of fools and ſcoundrels ; which I can't. 
but own to you was one part of my deſign in falling 
upon theſe Authors, whoſe incapacity is not greater 
than their inſincerity, and of whom I have always 
found (if 1 may quote myſelf) 

That each bad Author is as bad a Friend. 
This Poem will rid me of thoſe inſeQs. 

Cedite, Romani Scriptores, cedite, Graii. 

Neſcio quid majus naſcitur Iliade. 
| mean than my Jad; and | call it Neſcio quid, 
which is a degree of modeſty ; but however if it 
ſilence theſe fellows*, it muſt be ſomething greater 
than any Iliad in Chriſtendom. . f 
* Adieu. 

. 

* It did, in a little time, effectually filence hem. 
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LETTER XXX © 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Dublin, May 10, 1728. 
I HAVE with great pleafure ſhewn the ney 
England News- paper with the two names Jo- 
nathan Gulliver, and I remember Mr. Forteſcue 
ſent you an account from the aſſizes, of one Le. 
muel Gulliver who had a cauſe there, and loſt k 
on his ill reputation of being a liar. Theſe are 
not the only obſervations I have made upon odd 
ſtrange accidents in trifles, which in things of great 
importance would have been matter for Hiſtorians, 
Mr. Gay's Opera hath been acted here twenty 
times, and my Lord Lieutenant tells me, it is very 
well perform'd ; he hath ſeen it often, and approves 
it much, 
You give a moſt melancholy account of yourſelf, 
and which I do not approve. I reckon that a man 
ſubje& like us to bodily infirmities, ſhould only 
occaſionally converſe with great people, notwith- 
ſtanding all their good qualities, eaſineſſes, and 
kindneſſes. There is another race which I prefer 
before them, as Beef and Mutton for conſtant diet 
before Partridges: I mean a middle kind both for 
underitanding and fortune, who are perfectly eaſy, 
never impertinent, complying in every thing, ready 
to do a hundred little offices that you and 1 may 
often want, who dine and fit with me five times 
for once that I go to them, and whom I can tell 
without offence, that I am otherwiſe engaggd at 
preſent. This you cannot expect from any of thoſe 
that either you or I or both are acquainted wh on 
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your ſide ; who are only fit for our healthy ſeaſons, 
and have much buſineſs of their own. God forbid 
| ſhould condemn you to Ireland ({Quanquam O /) 
and for England I deſpair : and indeed a change 
of affairs would come too late at my ſeaſon of life, 
and might probably produce nothing on my behalf. 
You have kept Mrs. Pope longer, and have had 
her care beyond what from nature you could ex- 
pect ; not but her loſs will be very ſenſible, when- 
ever it ſhall happen. I ſay one thing, . that both 
ſummers and winters are. milder. here than with 
you; all things for life in general better for a 
middling fortune ; you will have an abſolute com- 
mand of your company, with whatever obſequiouſ- 
neſs of freedom you may expect or allow. I have 
an elderly houſekeeper, who hath been my W—/- 
j—le above thirty years, whenever I lived in this 
kingdom. I have the command of one or two 
villa's near this town. You have a warm apart- 
ment in this houſe, and two gardens for amuſe- 
ment. I have ſaid enough, yet not half. Except 
abſence from friends, I confeſs freely that I have no 
diſcontent at living here ; beſides what ariſes from 
a filly ſpirit of Liberty,. which as it neither ſours 
my drink, nor hurts my meat, nor ſpoils my ſto- 
mach farther than in imagination, ſo I reſolve to 
throw it off, 

You talk of this Dunciad, but I am impatient to 
have it volare per ora there is now a vacany for 
fame; the Beggar's Opera hath done its taſk, di/ce- 
dat uti conviva ſatur. 

Adieu. 


200 LETTERS TO AND 


LETTER XXXI, 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


June 1, 1728. 

LOOK upon my Lord Bolingbroke and us tuo, 

as a peculiar Triumvirate, who have nothing 

to expect, or to fear; and ſo far fitteſt to converſe 
with one an«.ther ; Only he and ] are a little ſub- 
ject to ſchemes, and one of us (1 won't ſay which) 
upon very weak appearances, and this you have 
nothing to do with. I do profeſs without affecta- 
tion, that your kind opinion of me as a Patriot 
(fince you call it fo) is what I do not deſerve ; be- 
cauſe what I do is owing to perfect rage and reſent- 
ment, and the mortifying ſight of flavery, folly, 
and baſeneſs about me, among which | am forced 
to live. And I will take my oath that you have 
more Virtue in an hour, than I in ſeven years; 
for you deſpiſe me fallies, and hate the vices of 
mankind, without the leaſt ill effect on your tem- 
per: and with regard to particular men, you are 
inclined always rather to think the better, wheres 
with me it is always directly contrary. I hope, 
however, this is not in you from a ſuperior prit- 
ciple of virtue, but from your ſituation, which 
hath made all parties and intereſts indifferent to you, 
who can now be under no concern about high and 
low-church, Whig and Tory, or who is firſt Mi- 
viſter—Your long letter was the laſt I received, til 
this by Dr. Delany, although you mention another 
fince, The Dr. told me your ſecret about the 
Dunciad, which does not pleaſe me, becauſe it 
defers gratifying my vanity in the moſt tender 
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point, and perhaps may wholly diſappoint it, As 


to one of your own enquiries, I am eaſy enough 
in great matters, and have a thouſand paltry vexa- 
tions in my little ſtation, and the more contempti- 
ble, the more vexatious, There might be a Lu- 
trin writ upon the tricks uſed by my Chapter to 
teize me. I do not converſe with one creature of 
Station or Title, but I have a ſet of eaſy people 
whom I entertain when I have a mind; I have 
formerly deſcribed them to you, but when you 
come, you ſhall have the honours of the country as 
much as you pleaſe, and I ſhall on that account 
make a better figure as long as I live. Pray God pre- 
ſerve Mrs. Pope far your fake and eaſe; I love and 
eſteem her too much to wiſh it for her own : If I 
were five and twenty, I would wiſh to be of her 
age, to be as ſecure as ſhe is of a better life. Mrs. 
P. B. has writ to me, and is one of the beſt Letter- 
writers I know; very good ſenſe, civility and 
friendſhip, without any ſtiffneſs or conſtraint. The 
Dunciad has taken wind here, but if it had not, 
you are as much known here as in England, and 
the Univerſity-lads will crowd to kiſs the hem of 
your garment. | am griev'd.to hear that my Lord 
Bolingbroke's ill health forced him to the Bath. 
Tell me, is not Temperance a neceſſary virtue for 
great men, ſince it is the parent of .Eaſe and Li- 
berty; ſo neceſſary for the uſe and improvement 
of the mind, and which Phileſophy allows to be 
the greateſt felicities of life? I believe, had health 
been given ſo liberally to you, it would have been 
better huſbanded without ſhame to your parts. 
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LETTER XXXIL 


Dawley, June 28, 1728. 

1 NOW hold the pen for my Lord Bolingbroke, 
who 1s reading your letter between two Hay- 
cocks ;. but his attention is ſomewhat diverted by 
caſting his eyes on the clouds, not in admiration of 
what you ſay, but for fear of a ſhower. He is pleas'd 
with your. placing him in the Triumvirate between 
yourſelf and me; tho” he ſays that he doubts that he 
ſhall fare like Lepidus, while one of us runs away 
with all the power like Auguſtus, and another with 
all the pleaſures like Anthony. It is upon a fore- 
fight of this, that he has fitted up his farm, and 
you. will agree, that this ſcheme of retreat at leaſt 
1s not founded upon weak appearances. Upon his 
return fr Bath, all peccant humours, he finds, 
are. purgett out of him; and his great Temperance | 
and Oecomony are fo ſignal, that the firſt is fit for 
my conſtitution, and the latter would enable you 
to lay up ſo much money as to buy a Biſhoprick in 
England. As to the return of his health and vi- 
gour, were you here, you might enquire af his 
Haymakers; but as to his temperance, | can anſwer 
that (for one whole day) we have had nothing for 
dinner but mutton-broth, beans and bacon, and a 

barn-door fowl. 

Now his Lordſhip 1s run after his Cart, ] have a 
moment left to myſelf to tell you, that I over-heard 
him yeſterday agree with a Painter for 200/. to 
paint his country-hall with Trophies of rakes, 
ſpades, prongs, etc. and other ornaments, mere!) 
to countenance his calling this place a Farm no- 
turn over a new lea. 
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He bids me aſſure you, he ſhould be ſorry not 
to have more ſchemes of kindneſs for his friends, 
than of ambition for himſelf: There, tho' his 
ſchemes may be weak, the motives at leaſt are 
ſtrong; and he ſays further, if you could bear as 

great a fall, and decreaſe of your revenues, as he 
knows by experience he can, you would not live in 
Ireland an hour. 

The Dunciad 1s going to be printed in all pomp, | 
with the inſcription, which makes me proudeſt, It 
will be attended with Proeme, Prolegomena, Teftima- 
nia Scriptorum, Index Authorum, ,and Notes Fario- 
rum. As to the latter, I defire you to read over 
the Text, and make a few in any way you like 
bet * ; whether dry raillery, upon the ſtyle and 
way of commenting of trivial Critics, or humour- 
ous, upon the authors in the poem; or hiſtorical, 
of perſons, places, times; or explanatory; or col- 
lecting the parallel paſſages of the Ancients. 
Adieu. I am pretty well, my Mother not ill, Dr. 
Arbuthnot vex'd with his fever by intervals; I am 
afraid he declines, and we ſhall loſe a worthy man: 
am troubled about him very much. 


OT PII Pn 


I am, etc. 


Y——_— — I 


LETTER XXXIN.. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


| July 16, 1728. 

HAVE often run over the Dunciad in an Iriſh 
edition (1 ſuppoſe full of faults) which a gentle- | 
man ſent me. The notes I could wiſh to be very j 


* Dr. Syift did ſo. 
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large, in what relates to the perſons concern'd ; for 
I have long obferved that twenty miles from Lon- 
don nobody underſtands hints, initial letters, or 
town - facts and paſſages; and in a few years not 
even thoſe who live in London. 1 would have the 
names of thoſe ſcriblers printed indexically at the be- 
ginning or end of the Poem, with an account of their 
works, for the reader to refer to. |] would have 
all the Parodies (as they are call'd) referred to the 
author they imitate—When J began this long pa- 
per, I thought I ſhould have filPd it with ſetting 
down the ſeveral paſſages I had mark'd in the edi. 
tion IJ had; but I find it unneceſſary, ſo many of 
them falling under the ſame rule. After twenty 
times reading the whole, I never in my opinion 
ſaw ſo much good ſatire, or more good ſenſe, in 
fo many lines. How it paſſes in Dublin I know 
not yet; but am ſure it will be a great diſadvan- 
tage to the Poem, that the perſons and facts will 
not be underſtood, till an explanation comes out, 
and a very full one. I imagine it is not to be 
publiſhed till towards winter, when folks begin to 
gather in town. Again I infiſt, you muſt have your 
Aſteriſks fill'd up with ſome real names of real 
- Dances. 

I am now reading your preceding letter, of June 
28, and find that all ] have advis'd above is men- 
tioned there. I would be glad to know whether 
the quarto edition is to come out anonymouſly, as 
publiſhed by the Commentator, with all his pomp 
of prefaces, etc. and among many complaints of 
' ſpurious editions? I am thinking whether the Edi- 
tor ſhould not follow the old ſtyle of, this excellent 
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author, etc. and refine in many places when you 
meant no refinement ;. and into the bargain take 
all the load of naming the dunces, their qualities, 
hiſtories and performances ? 

As to yourſelf, | doubt you want a ſpurrer on to 
exerciſe and to amuſements ; but to talk of decay 
at your ſeaſon of life is a jeſt, But you are not ſo 
regular as I. You are the moſt temperate man 
God-ward, and the moſt intemperate your ſelf- 
ward, of moſt I have known. | ſuppoſe Mr. Gay 
will return from the Bath with twenty pounds more 
fleſh, and two hundred leſs in money: Providence 
never deſign'd him to be above two and twenty, 
by his thoughtleſſneſs and Cullibility. He hath 
as little foreſight of age, ſickneſs, poverty, or lofs 
of admirers, as a girkł at fifteen. By the way, I 
muſt obſerve, that my Lord Bolingbroke (from the 
effects of his kindneſs to me) argues moſt ſophiſti- 
cally: The fall from a million to a hundred thou- 
ſand pounds is not ſo great, as from eight hundred 
pounds a year to one: Beſides, he is a controller 
ef Fortune, and Poverty dares not look a great 
Miniſter in the face under his loweſt declenſion. 
| never knew him live ſo great and expenſively as 
he hath done ſince his return from Exile; ſuch 
mortals have reſources that others are not able to 
comprehend. But God bleſs You, whoſe great: 
genius has not ſo tranſported you as to leave you 
do the courteſy of mankind ; for wealth is liberty, 
and liberty is a bleſſing fitteſt for a Philoſopher 
and Gay is a Slave juſt by two thouſand 
pounds too little And Horace was of my mind, 
and let my Lord contradict him, if he dares, — 
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LETTER XXXIV. 


Bath, Nov. 12, 1728, 

HAVE paſt fix weeks in queſt of health and 

found it not; but I found the folly of ſolici- 
tude about it in an hundred inſtances; the contra- 
riety of opinions and practices, the inability of 
phyſicians, the blind obedience of ſome patients, 
and as blind rebellion of others. I believe at a 
certain time of life, men are either fools, or phyſi- 
cians for themſelves, and zealots,. or divines for 
themſelves. 

It was much in my hopes that you intended us a 
winter's viſit, but laſt week I repented that wiſh, 
having been alarm'd with a report of your lying ill 
on the road from Ireland; from which ] am juſt 
relieved by an aſſurance that you are ſtill at Sir 
A7 planting and building; two things that 
I envy you for, beſides a third, which is the ſo- 
ciety of a valuable lady. I conclude (tho' I know 
nothing of 1:) that you quarrel with her, and abuſe 
her every day, if the is ſo. I wonder I hear of no 
Lampoons upon her, either made by yourſelf, or 
by others, becauſe you. eſteem her; I think it a 
vaſt pleaſure that whenever two people of merit 
regard one another, ſo many ſcoundrels envy and 
are angry at them; 'tis bearing teſtimony to 2 
merit they cannot reach ; and if you. knew the 1n- 
finite content I have receiv'd of late, at the finding 
yours and my name conſtantly united in any lilly 
ſcandal, I think you would go near to ſing J. 
Triumphe ! and celebrate my happineſs in verſe; 
and, I believe, if you won't, I ſhall. The infcrip- 
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tion to the Dunciad is now printed and inſerted in. 
the Poem. Do you care I ſhould ſay any thing far- 
ther how much that poem is yours? ſince certainly 
without you it had never been. Would to God we 
were together for the reſt of our lives | The whole 
weight of Scriblers would juſt ſerve to find us a- 
muſement,.and not more.. I hope you are too well 
employed to mind them: every flick you plant, 
and every ſtone you lay 1s to ſome purpoſe ;. but 
the buſineſs of ſuch lives as theirs is but to die 
daily, to labour, and raiſe nothing. I only wiſh 
we could comfort each other under our b2dily in- 
firmities, and let thoſe who have ſo great a mind. 
to have more Wit than we, win it and wear it, 
Give us but eaſe, health, peace and fair weather! 
I think it is the beſt wiſh in the world, and you. 
know whoſe it was. If I lived in Ireland, I fear 
the wet climate would endanger more than.my life ; 
my humour, and health ; I am ſo Atmoſpherical 
a creature. 

I muſt not omit acquainting you, that what you. 
heard of the words ſpoken of you in the Drawing- 
room, was not true. The ſayings of. Princes are 
generally as ill related as the ſayings of Wits, To 
ſuch reports little of our regard ſhould be given, 
ind leſs of our conduct influenced by them. 
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LETTER XXXV. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Dublin, Feb. 13, 1728. 
LIVED very eaſily in the country: Sir A, is 2 
man of ſenſe, and a ſcholar, has a good voice, 
and my Lady a better; ſhe is perfectly well bred, 
and deſirous to improve her underſtanding, which 
is very good, but cultivated too much like a fine 
Lady. She was my pupil there, and ſeverely 
chid when ſhe read wrong ; with that, and walk- 
ing, and making twenty little amuſing improve- 
ments, and writing family verſes of mirth by way 
of libels on my Lady, my time paſt very well and 
in very great order; inf nitely better than here, 
where I ſee no creature but my ſervants and my 
old Preſbyterian houſe-keeper, denying myfelf to 
every body, till I ſhall recover my ears. 

The account of another Lord Lieutenant was 
only in a common news-paper, when I was in the 
country ; and if it ſhould have happened to be true, 
I would have deſired to have had acceſs to him as 
the ſituation I am in requires. But this renews 
the grief for the death of our friend Mr. Congreve, 
whom I loved from my youth, and who ſurely, be- 
ſides his other talents, was a very agreeable com- 
panion. He had the misfortune to ſquander away 
a very good conſtitution in his younger days; and 
I think a man of ſenſe and merit like him, is bound 
in conſcience to preſerve his health for the ſake of his 
friends, as well as of himſelf. Upon his own ac- 
count | could not much defire the continuance of his 
life under ſo much pain, and fo many infirmities, 
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Vears have not yet hardened me; and I have an 
addition of weight upon my ſpirits ſince we loſt 
him ; tho' I ſaw him ſo ſeldom, and poſſibly if he 
had lived on, ſhould never have{ſeen him more. 
| do not only wiſh as you aſk me, that I was un- 
acquainted with any deſerving perſon, but almoſt 
that | never had a friend. Here is an ingenious 
good-humour'd Phyſician, a fine gentleman, an 
excellent ſcholar, eaſy in his fortunes, kind to 
every body, hath abundance of friends, entertains 
them often and liberally, they paſs the evening 
with him at cards, with plenty of good meat and 
wine, eight or a dozen together; he loves them 
all, and they him. He has twenty of theſe at com- 
mand ; if one of them dies, it is no more than poor 
Tom ! he gets another, or takes up the reſt, and 
is no more moved than at the loſs of his cat: he 
offends no-body, and 1s eaſy with every bod 
Is not this the true happy man? I was deſcribing 
him to my Lady A „ who knows him too, but 
ſhe hates him mortally by my charaQer, and will 
not drink his health: I would give half my for- 


tune for the ſame temper, and yet I cannot ſay I 


love it, for | do not love my Lord — who is 
much of the Doctor's nature, I hear Mr. Gay's 
ſecond Opera, which you mention, is forbid ; and 
then he will be once more fit to be adviſed, and 
reject your advice. Adieu. 
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LETTER XXXVI, 
DR. SWIFT TO LORD BOLINGBROKE. 


Dublin, March 21, 1729. 
OU tell me you have not quitted the deſign 
of collecting, writing, etc. This is the an- 
ſwer of every ſinner who defers his repentance. | 
wiſh Mr. Pope were as great an urger as I, who 
long for nothing more than to ſee truth under your 
hands, laying all detraction in the duſt——l find 
myſelf diſpoſed every year, or rather every month, 
to be more angry and revengeful ; and my rage is 
ſo ignoble, that it deſcends even to reſent the folly 
and baſeneſs of the enſlaved people among whom | 
live. | knew an old Lord in Leiceſterſhire, who 
amuſed himſelf with mending pitchforks and ſpades 
for his Tenants gratis. Yet I have higher idea 
left, if I were nearer to objects on which 1 might 
employ them; and contemning my private for- 
tune, would gladly croſs the channel and ſtand by 
while my betters were driving the Boars out of the 
garden, if there be any probable expectation of 
ſuch an endeavour, When I was of your age | 
often thought of death, but new after a dozen year 
more, it is never out of my mind, and terriftes me 
leſs. I conclude that Providence hath order'd our 
fears to decreaſe with our. ſpirits ;. and yet I love 
la bazatelle hetter than ever; for finding it trouble- 
ſome to read at night, and the company here grow. 
ing taſteleſs, I am always writing bad proſe, or 
worſe verſes either of rage or raillery, whereof ſome 
few eſcape to give offence. or mirth, and the rel 
are burnt.. 
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They print ſome Iriſh traſh in London, and charge 
t on me, which you will clear me of to my friends, 
for all are ſpurious except one * paper, for which 
Mr. Pope very lately chid me. I remember your 


Lordſhip uſed to ſay, that a few good ſpeakers 
would in time carry any point that was right ; and 
that the common method of a majority, by calling, 
To the queſtion, would never hold long when rea- 
ſon was on the other ſide. Whether politics do 
not change like gaming by the invention of new 
tricks, I am ignorant; but I believe in your time 
you would never, as a Miniſter, have ſuffer'd an 
Act to paſs through the H. of C s, only 
becauſe you were ſure of a majority in the H. of 
s to throw it out: becauſe it would be unpo- 
pular, and conſequently a loſs of reputation. Yet 
this we are told hath been the caſe in the qualifi- 
cation-bill relating to Penſioners, It ſhould ſeem 
to me, that Corruption, like avarice, hath no 
bounds, I had the opportunities to know the pro- 
ceedings of your miniſtry hetter that any other man 
of my rank: and having not much to do, I have 
often compared it with theſe laſt ſixteen years of 
a profound peace all over Europe, aud we running 
leven millions in debt. I am forced to play a ſmall 
game, to ſet the beaſts here a madding, merely 
for want of better game, Tentanda via eff qua me 
quoque poſſim, ete.— The D-— take thoſe politics, 
where a Dunce might govern for a dozen years to- 
gether. I will come in perſon to England, if I am 
provoked, and ſend for the Dictator from the 
plough, I diſdain to ſay, O mibi pratteritog—— 


[., Latituled, A Libel on Dr, Delany, and a certain great 
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but cruda dev wiridi/que ſenectut. Pray, my Lord, 
how are the Gardens? have you taken down the 
mount, and removed the yew hedges ? Have you 


Not bad weather for the fpring corn ? Has Mr. 


Pope gone farther in his Ethic Poems ? and is the 
head-land ſown with wheat? and what ſays Poly- 
bius ? and how does my Lord St. John ? which lat 
queſtion is very material to me, becauſe J love 
Burgundy, and riding between Twickenham and 
Dawley.—1 built a wall five years ago, and when 
the maſons play'd the knaves, nothing delighted 


me ſo much as to ſtand by, while my ſervants 


threw down what was amiſs : I have likewiſe ſen 
a Monkey overthrow all the diſhes and plates in 
the kitchen, merely for the pleaſure of ſeeing them 
tumble and hearing the clatter they made in their 
fall. I wiſh you would invite me to ſuch another 


entertainment; but you think, as I ought to think, 


that it is time for me to have done with the world, 
and ſo I would if I could get into a better before 
I was called into the beſt, and not die here in a 
rage, like a poiſon'd rat in a hole. I wonder you 
are not aſhamed to let me pine away in this king- 
dom while you are out of power. 

I come from looking over the Melange above- 
written, and declare it to be a true copy of my 
preſent diſpoſition, which muſt needs pleaſe you, 
fince nothing was ever more diſpleaſing to myſelf. 
I defire you to preſent my moſt humble reſpects to 
my Lady. 
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LETTER XXXVIL 
DR. SWIFT TO LORD BOLINGBROKE. 


Dublin, April 5, 1729. 

] DO not think it would be poſſible for me to hear 
better news than that of your getting over your 
ſcurvy ſuit, which always hung as a dead weight 
on my heart; I hated it in all its circumſtances, as 
it affected your fortune and quiet, and in a fitua- 
tion of life that muſt make it every way vexa- 
tious. And as I am infinitely obliged to you for 
the. juſtice you do me in ſuppoſing your affairs 
do at leaſt concern me as much as my own ; 
fo I would never have pardoned your omitting it. 
But before I go on, I cannot forbear mentioning 
what I read laſt ſummer in a news paper, that you 
were writing the hiſtory of your own times. I ſup- 
poſe ſuch a report might ariſe from what was not 
ſecret among your friends, of your intention to 
write another kind of hiſtory ; which you often 
promis'd Mr, Pope and me to do: I know he de- 
fires it very much, and 1 am ſure I deſire nothing 
more, for the honour and love I bear you, and the 
perfect knowledge I have of your public virtue. 
My Lord, I have no other notion of Oeconomy 
than that it is the parent of Liberty and Eaſe, and 
Jam not the only friend you have who hath chid 
you in his heart for the negle& of it, tho' not with 
his mouth, as I have done. For there 1s a filly 
error in the world, even among friends otherwiſe 
very good, not to intermeddle with mens affairs in 
ſuch nice matters. And, my Lord, I have made a 
Maxim, that ſhould be writ in letters of diamonds, 
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That a wife man ought to have money in his head, 

but not in his heart. Pray, my Lord, enquire 

whether your Prototype, my Lord Digby, after the 

Reſtoration when he was at Briſtol, did not take ſome 

care of his fortune, notwithſtanding that quotation 

once ſent you out of his ſpeech to the H. of Com- 

mons? In my conſcience, I believe Fortune, like 

other drabs, values a man gradually leſs for every 

year he lives. I have demonſtration for it; becauſe 

if I play at piquet for ſix-pence with a man or 

woman two years younger than myſelf, I always 

loſe; and there is a young girl of twenty, who 

never fails of winning my money at Backgammon, 

tho? ſhe is a bungler, and the game be Eccleſiaftic. 

As to the public, I confeſs nothing could cure my 

itch of meddling with it, but theſe frequent returns 

of deafneſs, which have hindered me from paſſing 
laſt winter in London; yet I cannot but conſider 

the perfidiouſneſs of ſome people, who I thought 
when I was laſt there, upon a change that happened, 
were the moſt impudent in forgetting their pro- 
feſſions that I have ever known. Pray will you 
pleaſe to take your pen, and blot me out that poli- 
tical maxim from whatever book it is in, that Re: 
nolunt diu male adminiftrari ; the commonneſs makes 
me not know who is the author, but ſure he mul 
be ſome Modern. 
I am ſorry for Lady Bolingbroke's ill health; but 

I proteft I never knew a very deſerving perſon of 
that ſex, who had not too much reaſon to complain 
of ill health. I never wake without finding life a 
more inſignificant thing than it was the day before; 
which is one great advantage I get by living in this 
country, where there is nothing I ſhall be ſorry to 
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Joſe. But my greateſt miſery is recollecting the 
ſcene of twenty years paſt, and then all on a ſud- 
den dropping into the preſent. I remember, when 
I was a little boy, I felt a great fiſh at the end of 
my line, which | drew up almoſt on the ground, 
but itdropt in, and the diſappointment vexes me to 
this very day, and | believe, it was the type of all 
my future diſappointments. I ſhould be aſhamed 
to ſay this to you, if you had not a ſpirit fitter to 
hear your own misfortunes, than I have to think of 
them. Is there patience left to reflect, by what 
qualities wealth and greatneſs are got, and by what 
qualities they are loſt ? I have read my friend Con- 
greve's verſes to Lord Cobham, which end with a 
vile and falſe moral, and I remember 1s not in Ho- 
race to Tibullus, which he imitates, . that all times 
are equally virtuous and vicious,” wherein he 
differs from all Poets, Philoſophers, and Chriſtians 
that ever writ. It is more probable that there may 
be an equal quantity of virtues always in the world, 
but ſometimes there may be a peck of it in Aſia, 
and hardly a thimble- full in Europe. But if there 
be no virtue, there is.abundance of ſincerity ; for I 
will venture al I am worth, that there is not one 
human creature in power, who will not be modeſt 
enough to confeſs that he proceeds wholly upon a 
principle of Corruption. I ſay this becauſe I have 
a ſcheme in ſpite of your notions, to govern Eng- 
land upon the principles of Virtue, and when the 
nation is ripe for it, I defire you will ſend for me. 
| have learn'd this by living like a Hermit, by 
which I am got backwards about nineteen hundred 
years in the Æra of the world, and begin to won- 
der at the wickedneſs of men. I dine alone upon 
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half a diſh of meat, mix water with my wine, walk. 
ing ten miles a day, and read Baronius. Mic ex- 
plicit Epiſtela ad Dam. Bolingbroke, 1 incipit ad 
amicum Pope. 


Having finiſhed my letter to Ariſtippus, I nom 
begin to you. I was in great pain about Mrs. 
Pope, having heard from others that ſhe was in a 
very dangerous way, which made me think it un- 


ſeaſonable to trouble you. I am aſhamed to tell 


you, that when I was very young I had more de- 
fire to be famous than ever ſince; and fame, like 
all things elſe in this life, grows with me every day 
more a trifle. But you who are ſo much younger, 
although you want that health you deſerve, yet 
your ſpiri's are as vigorous as if your body were 
ſounder. I hate a crowd, where I have not an 
eaſy place to ſee and be ſeen. A great Library al- 
ways mal e me melancholy, where the beſt Author 
is as much ſqueezed, and as obſcure, as a Porter at 
a Coronation. In my own little Library, I value 
the compliments of Graevius and Gronovius, which 
make thirty-one volumes in folio (and were given 
me by my Lord Bolingbroke) more than all my 
books beſides; becauſe whoever comes into my 
cloſet, caſts his eyes immediately upon them, and 
will not vouchſafe to look upon Plato or Xenophon. 
I tell you it is almoſt incredible how opinions 
change by the decline or decay of Spirits, and! 
will further tell you, that all my endeavours from 
a boy to diſtinguiſh myſelf, were only for want of 


à great Title and Fortune, that I might be uſed 


like a Lord by thoſe who have an opinion of my 
parts; whether right or wrong, it is no great mat- 
ter; and ſo the reputation of wit or great learning 
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does the office of a blue riband, or of a coach and 
ſix horſes. To be remembered for ever on the ac- 
count of our friendſhip, is what would exceedingly 
pleaſe me; but yet I never loved to make a viſit, or 
be ſeen walking with my betters, becauſe they get 
all the eyes and civilities from me. I no ſooner 
writ this than J corrected myſelf, and remember'd 
Sir Fulk Grevil's Epitaph, „Here hes, ete. who 
was friend to Sir Philip Sidney.” And therefore 
] moſt heartily thank you for your defire that I 
would record our friendſhip in verſe, which if I can 
ſucceed in, I will never defire to write one more 
line in poetry while I live. You muſt preſent my 
humble ſervice to Mrs. Pope, and let her know I 
pray for her continuance in the world, for her own 
reaſon, that ſhe may hve to take care of you. 


LETTER XXXVII. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


„ Aug. ls 1729. 
AM very ſenſible that in a former letter I talked 
very weakly of my own affairs, and of my im- 
perfect wiſhes and deſires, which however I find 
with ſome comfort do now daily decline, very ſuit- 
able to my ſtate of health for ſome months paſt. 
For my head is never perfectly free from giddineſs, 
and eſpecially towards night. Yet my diſorder is 
very moderate, and I have been without a fit of 
deafneſs this half year; ſol am like a horſe, which, 
though off his mettle, can trot on tolerably ; and 
this compariſon puts me in mind to add, that I am 
returned to be a rider, wherein I wiſh you would 
Vor. VI. L 
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imitate me. As to this country, there have bees 
three terrible years dearth of corn, and every place 
ſtrowed with beggars ; but dearths are common in 
better climates, and our evils here lie much deeper, 
Imagine a nation the two thirds of whoſe revenues 
are ſpent out of it, and who are not permitted to 
trade with the other third, and where the pride of 
women will not ſuffer them to wear their own ma. 
nufactures even where they excel what come 
abroad: This is the true ſtate of Ireland in a ven 
few words. 'T hele evils operate more every day, 
and the kingdom is abſolutely undone, as I have 
been telling often in print theſe ten years paſt, 
What | have ſaid requires forgiveneſs, but J had 
a mind for once to let you know the ſtate of our 
affairs, and my reafon for being more moved than 
perhaps becomes a Clergyman, and a piece of a 
Philoſopher : and perhaps the increaſe of years and 
diſorders may hope for ſome allowance to com- 
plaints, eſpecially when I may call myſelf a ſtranger 
in a ſtrange land. As to poor Mrs. Pope, (if ſhe 
be ſtill alive) I heartily pity you and pity her: her 
great piety and virtue will infallibly make her hap- 
py in a better life, and her great age hath made 
her fully ripe for heaven and the grave, and her 
beſt friends will moſt wiſh her eaſed of her labour, 
when ſhe hath ſo many good works to follow them. 
The Toſs you will feel by the want of her care and 
kindneſs, I know very well; but ſhe has amply 
done her part, as you have yours. One reaſon why 
I would have you in Ireland when you ſhall be at 
your own diſpoſal, is that you may be maſter of 
two or three years revenues, provi/ar frug is in anni 
_ copia, ſo as not to be pinch'd in the leaſt when year 
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increaſe, and perhaps your health impairs: And 
when this kingdom 1s utterly at an end, you may 
ſupport me for the few years I ſhall happen to live; 
and who knows but you may pay me exorbitant 
intereſt for the ſpoonful of wine, and ſcraps of 
chicken it will coſt me to feed you? Iam confident 
you have too much reaſon to complain of ingrati- 
tude; for I never yet' knew any perſon, one tenth 
part ſo heartily diſpos'd as you are, to do good 
offices to others, without the leaſt private view, 

Was it a Gaſconade to pleaſe me, that you ſaid 
your fortune was increaſed 100 J. a year ſince ] left 
you? you ſhould have told me how. Thoſe /ub- 
fidia ſenectuti are extremely deſirable, if they could 
be got with juſtice, and without avarice ; of which 
vice tho I cannot charge myſelf yet, nor feel any 
approaches towards it, yet no uſurer more wiſhes 
to be richer (or rather to be ſurer of his rents.) But 
l am not half ſo moderate as you, for I declare I 
cannot live eaſily under double to what you are 
ſatisfied with, 

I hope Mr. Gay will keep his 3000/7. and live on 
the intereſt without decreaſing the principal one 
penny; but 1 do not like your ſeldom ſeeing him. 
| hope he is grown more diſengaged from his in- 
tentneſs on his own affairs, which I ever diſliked, 
and 1s quite the reverſe to you, unleſs you are a very 
dextrous diſguiſer, I deſire my humble ſervice to 
Lord Oxford, Lord Bathurſt, and particularly to 
Mrs, B-—, but to no Lady at court. God bleſs 
you for being a greater Dupe than 1: [ love that 
ag too myſelf, but I want your charity. 

ieu. 
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LETTER XXXIX. 


Oct. 9, 1729. 
1 - i pleaſes me that you received my books at lat: 
I but you have never once told me if you approve 
the whole, or diſapprove not of ſome parts, of the 
Commentary, etc. It was my principal aim in the 
entire work to perpetuate the friendſhip between 
us, and to ſhew that the friends or the enemies of 
one, were the friends or enemies of the other: If 
in any particular, any thing be ſtated or mention'd 
in a different manner from what you like, pray tell 
me freely, that the new Editions now coming out 
here may have it rectifyd. You'll find the octaro 
rather more correct than the quarto, with ſome ad- 
ditions to the Notes and Epigrams caſt in, which 
I wiſh had been increas'd by your acquaintance in 
Ireland. I rejoice in hearing that Drapiers-Hill is 
to emulate Parnaſſus ; I fear the country about it 1s 
as much impoveriſh'd. I truly ſhare in all that 
troubles you, and wiſh you removed from a ſcene 
of diſtreſs, which I know works your compaſſionate 
temper too ſtrongly. But if we are not to ſee you 
here, I believe I ſhall once in my life ſee you there. 
You think more for me, and about me, than any 
friend I have, and you think better for me. Per- 
haps you'll not be contented, tho' I am, that the 
additional 100 J. a year is only for my life. My 
mother is yet living, and I thank God for it: ſhe 
will never be troubleſome to me, if ſhe be not ſo to 
herſelf: but a melancholy obje& it is, to obſerve 
the gradual decays both of body and mind, in 2 
perſon to whom one is tyed by the links of both. 
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| can't tell whether her death itſelf would be ſo 
afflicting. 

You are too careful of my worldly affairs; I am 
rich enough, and I can afford to give away a 100 /. 
a year. Don't be angry; I will not live to be very 
old; I have Revelations to the contrary, I would 
not crawl upon the earth without doing a little good 
when I have a mind to do it: I will enjoy the plea- 
ſure of what I give, by giving it alive, and ſee- 
ing another enjoy it. When I die, I ſhou'd be 
aſhamed to leave enough to build me a monument, 
if there were a wanting friend above ground. 

Mr. Gay aſſures me his 3000 J. is kept entire and 
ſacred ; he ſeems to languiſh after a line from you, 
and complains tenderly. Lord Bolingbroke has 
told me ten times over he was going to write to 
you. Has he, or not? The Dr. is unalterable, 
both in friendſhip and Quadrille : his wife has been 
very near death laſt week: his two brothers buried 
their wives within theſe fix weeks. Gay is ſixty 
miles off, and has been fo all this ſummer, with 
the Duke and Ducheſs of Queenſbury. He is the 
ſame man: So is every one here that you know: 
mankind is unamendable. Optimus ille Qui mini- 
mus urgetur—Poor Mrs. ** is like the reſt, the cries 
at the thorn in her foot, but will ſuffer no body to 
pull it out, The Court-Lady I have a gocd opi- 
nion of, yet I have treated her more negligently 
than you wou'd do, becauſe you like to ſee the in- 
ſide of a court, which I do not. I have ſeen her 
but twice, You have a deſperate hand at daſhing 
out a character by great ſtrokes, and at the ſame 
time a delicate one at fine touches. God forbid 
you ſhou'd draw mine, if I were conſcious of any 

Ly * 
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guilt : But if I were conſcious only of folly, God 
ſend it! for as no body can detect a great fault ſo 
well as you, no body would ſo well hide a ſmall one. 
But after all, that Lady means to do good, and 
does no harm, which is a vaſt deal for a Courtier. 
I can aſſure you that Lord Peterborow always ſpeaks 
kindly of you, and certainly has as great a mind 
to be your friend as any one. I muſt throw away 
my pen; it cannot, it will never tell you, what! 


inwardly am to you. Qucd nequeo monſtrare, et jin- 
tio tantum. 


LETT-RKX XL. 
LORD BOLINGBROKE TO DR. SWIFT. 


X * Bruſſels, Sept. 27, 1729. 

I HAVE brought your French acquaintance thus 
far on her way into her own country, and con 
ſiderably better in hea!t'i than ſhe was when ſhe 
went to Aix. I begin to entertain hopes that ſhe 
will recover ſuch a degree of health as may render 
old age ſupportable. Both of us have cloſed the 
tenth Luſtre, and it is high time to determine how 
we ſhall play the laſt act of the Farce. Might not 
my life be intituled much more properly a Mat. 
4 ye-call-it than a Farce? ſome Comedy, a great 
deal of Tragedy, and the whole interſperſed with 
ſcenes of Harlequin, Scaramouch, and Dr. Baloar- 
do, the prototype of your Hero, I uſed to think 
ſometimes formerly of old age and of death: enough 
to prepare my mind ; not enough to anticipate ſor- 
row, to daſh the joys of youth, and to be all my 
life a dying. I find the benefit of this practice 
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now, and find it more as I proceed on my journey: 
little regret when I look backwards, little appre- 
henfion when I look forward. You complain grie- 
vouſly of your ſituation in Ireland : 1 would com- 
plain of mine too in England, but I will not, nay 
| ought not; for | find by long experience that I 
can be unfortunate without being unhappy. I do 
not approve your joining together the figure of liv- 
ing, and the plea/ure of giving, tho? your old prating 
friend Montagne does ſomething like it in one of 
his Rhapſodies. To tell you my reaſons would be 
to write an eſſay, and I ſhall hardly have time to 
write a Letter; but if you-will come over, and live 
with Pope and me, Ill ſhew you in an inſtant why 
thoſe two things ſhould not aller de pair, and that 
forced retrenchments on both may be made, with- 
out making us even uneaſy. You know that I am 
too expenſive, and all mankind knows that I have 
been cruelly plundered ; and yet I feel in my mind 
the power of deſcending wi hout anxiety two or 
three ſtages more. In ſhort (Mr. Dean) if you will 
come to a certain farm in Middleſex, you ſhall find 
that I can live frugally without growling at the 
world, or being peeviſh with thoſe whom. fortune 
has appointed to eat my bread, inſtead of appcint- 
ing me to eat theirs: and yet I have naturally as 
little diſpoſition to frugality as any man alive. 
You ſay, you are no philoſopher, and I think you 
are 1n the right to diſlike a word which is fo often 
abuſed ; but 1 am ſure you like to follow reaſon, 
not cuſtom, ' (which is ſometimes the reaſon and 
oftener the caprice of others, of the mob of the 
world.) Now to be ſure of doing this, you muit 
wear your philoſophical ſpectacles as conſtantly as 
L 3 
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the Spaniards uſed to wear theirs. You muſt make 
them part of your dreſs, and fooner part with your 
broad-brimm'd beaver, your gown, your ſcarf, or 
even that emblematical veſtment your ſurplice, 
Through this medium you will ſee few things to 
be vexed at, few perſons to be angry at: and yet 
there will frequently be things which we ought to 
wiſh altered, and perſons whom we ought to wiſh 
hanged. 

In your letter to Pope, you agree that a regard 
for fame becomes a man more towards his Exit, 
than at his entrance into life ; and yet you confeſs, 
that the longer you live, the more you grow in- 
different about it. Your ſentiment 1s true and na- 
tural ; your reaſoning, I am afraid, is not fo upon 
this occaſion. Prudence will make us defire Fame, 
becauſe it gives us many Teal and great advantages 


in ati the affairs of life. Fame Is the wiſe than' 
means ; his ends are his own good, and the good 
of ſociety. Your Pcets and Orators have inverted 
this order; you propoſe Fame as the end; and good, 
or at leaſt great actions, as the means. You go 
further: You teach our ſelf- love to anticipate the 
applauſe which we ſuppoſe will be paid by poſterity 
to our names; and with idle notions of immorta- 
lity you turn other heads beſides your own: | 
am afraid this may have done ſome harm in the 
world. 

Fame is an obje& which men purſue ſucceſsfully 
by various and even contrary courſes. Your doc- 
trine leads them to look on this end as eſſential, 
and on the means as indifferent ; ſo that Fabriems 
and Craſſus, Cato and Caeſar preſſed forward to 


the ſame goal. After all perhaps it may appear, 
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from a conſideration of the depravity of mankind, 
that you could do no better, nor keep up virtue in 
the world without calling this paſſion or this direc- 
tion of ſelf-love, into your aid: Tacitus has crowd- 
ed this excuſe for you, according to his manner, into 
a maxim, Contemptu famae, contemni virtutes. But 
now whether we conſider Fame as an uſeful inflru- 
ment in all the occurrences of private and public 
life, or whether we conſider it as the cauſe of that 
pleaſure which our ſelf- love is ſo fond of; methinks 
our entrance into life, or (to ſpeak more properly) 
our youth, not our old age, 1s the ſeaſon when we 
ought to defire it moſt, and therefore when it 1s 
moit becoming to deſire it with ardor. If it is uſe- 
ful, it is to be defired moſt when we have, or may 
hope to have, a long ſcene of action open before us: 
Towards our exit, this ſcene of action is or ſhould 
be cloſed; and then, methinks, it is unbecoming 
to grow fonder of a thing which we have no longer 
occaſion for. If it 1s pleaſant, the ſooner we are 
in poſſeſſion of fame the longer we ſhall enjoy this 
pleaſure, When it is acquired early in life it may. 
tickle us on till old age; but when it is acquired 
late, the ſenſation of pleaſure will be more faint, 
and mingled with the regret of our not having 
taſted it ſooner, 
From my Farm, Oct. 5. 

| am here; ] have ſeen Pope, and one of my firſt 
enquiries was after you. He tells me a thing Iam 
forry to hear: You are building, it ſeems, on a 
piece of land you have acquired for that purpoſe, 
in ſome county of Ireland. Though I have built 
in a part of the world, which I prefer very little to 
that where you have been thrown and confined by 
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our ill fortune and yours, yet I am ſorry you do 
the ſame thing. I have repented a thouſand times 
of my reſolution, and I hope you will repent of 
yours before it is executed. Adieu, my old and 
worthy friend ; may the phyſical evils of life fall 
as eaſily upon you, as ever they did on any man 
who lived to be old; and may the moral evils which 
ſurround us, make as little impreſſion on you, as 
they ought to make on one who has ſuch ſuperior 
ſenſe to eſtimate things by, and ſo much virtue to 
wrap himſelf up in. | 

My wife defires not to be forgotten by you ; ſhe's 
faithfully your ſervant, and zealouſly your admirer, 
She will be concerned and diſappointed not to find 
you in this iſland at her return, which hope both 
ſhe and I had been made to entertain before I went 
abroad. 

2 


LETTER Mt 
DR. SWIFT TO LORD BOLINGBROKE. 


Dublin, OR. 31, 1729. 

RECEIVED your Lordſhip's travelling letter 

of ſeveral dates, at ſeveral ſtages, and from dif- 
ferent nations, languages, and religions. Neither 
could any thing be more obliging than your kind 
remembrance of me in ſo many places. As to your 
ten Luſtres, I remember, when I complain'd in a 
letter to Prior, that I was fifty years old, he was 
half angry in jeſt, and anſwered me out of Terence, 
a commemoratio e quaſi exprobratio. How then 
ought | to rattle you, when I have a dozen years 
more to anſwer for, all monaſtically paſſed in this 


Country of liberty and delight, and money, and 
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good company! I go on anſwering your letter : It 
is you were my Hero, but the other “ never was; 
yet if he were it was your own fault, who taught 
me to love him, and often vindicated him, in the 
beginning of your miniſtry, from my accuſations, 
But I granted he had the greateſt inequalities ot 
any man alive, and his whole ſcene was fifty times 
more a What-d'ye-call-it, than yours: for, I de- 
clare yours was une, and | wiſh you would ſo order 
it, that the world may be,as wiſe as | upon that 
article: Mr, Pope wiſhes it too, and I believe there 
is not a more honeſt man in England, even without 
wit. But you regard us not.—l was + forty-ſeven 
years old when | began to think of death, and the 
refe&tions upon it now begin when I wake in the 
morning, and end when I am going to ſleep.-—1 
writ to Mr. Pope and not to you. My birth, al- 
though from a family not undiſtinguiſhed in its 
name, is many degrees inferior to yours; all my 
pretenſions from perſon and parts infinitely ſo ; | 
a younger ſon of younger ſons; you born to a great 
fortune: yet I ſee you with all your advantages, 
ſunk to a degree that you could never have been 
without them: But yet] ſee you as much eſteemed, 
as much beloved, as much dreaded, and perhaps 
more (though it be almoſt impoſſible) than ever you 
were in your higheſt exaltation—only I grieve like 
an Alderman that you are not ſo rich. And yet, 
my Lord, I pretend to value money as little as you, 
and I will call five hundred witneſſes (if you will 
take Iriſh witneſſes) to prove it. I renounce your 
whole philoſophy, becauſe it is not your practice. 
By the figure of livirg,. (if i uſed that expreſiion to 
* L. Ox, + The Year of Queen Ann's Death. 
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Mr. Pope) I do not mean the parade, but a fuit- 
ableneſs to your mend: and as for the pleaſure of 
giving, I know your ſoul ſuffers when you are de- 
barr'd of it. Could you, when your own genero- 
fity and contempt of outward things (be not offend- 
ed, it is no Eccleſiaſtical but an Epictetian phraſe) 
could you, when theſe have brought you to it, come 
over and hve with Mr. Pope and me at the Deanry? 
I could almoſt wiſh the experiment was tried—No, 
God forbid, that ever ſuch a ſcoundrel as want 
ſhould dare to approach you. But, in the mean 
time, do not brag; Retrenchments are not yout 
tal-nt. But, as old Weymouth faid to me in his 
Lordly* Latin, Philoſopha werba, ignava opera; I 
wiſh you could learn Arithmetic, that three and 
two make five, and will never make more. My 
philoſophical ſpectacles which you adviſe me to, 
will tell me that I can live on 50/. a year (wine 
excluded, which my bad health forces me to) but 
cannot endure that Orizm ſhould be fine dignitate. 
— My Lord, what I would have ſaid of Fame is 
meant of fame which a man enjoys in his life ; be- 
cauſe I cannot be a great Lord, I would acquire 
what is a kind of /ab/idium, | would endeavour that 
my betters ſhould ſeek me by the merit of ſome- 
thing diſtinguiſhable, inſtead of my ſeeking them. 
The deſire of enjoying it in aftertimes is owing to 
the ſpirit and folly of youth: but with age we learn 
to know the houſe is ſo full, that there is no room 
for above one or two at moſt in an age, through the 
whole world. My Lord, I hate and love to write 
to you, it gives me pleaſure, and kills me with 
melancholy. The D-— take ſtupidity, that it 
vill not come to ſupply the want of philoſophy. 
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LETTER XIII. 


FROM DR. SWIFT. 


OR. 31, 1729. 
O VU were ſo careful of ſending me the Dun- 
ciad, that I have received five of them, and 
have pleaſed four friends. I am one of every body 
who approve every part of it, Text and Comment; 
but am one abſtracted from every body, in the hap- 
pineſs of being recorded your friend, while wit, 
and humour, and politeneſs ſhall have any memo- 
rial among us. As for your octavo edition, we 
know nothing of it, for we have an octavo of our 
own, which hath ſold wonderfully, confidering our 
poverty, and dullneſs the confequence of it. 

I writ this poſt to Lord B. and tell him in my 
letter, that, with a great deal of loſs for a frolick, 
Iwill fly as ſoon as build; I have neither years, nor 
ſpirits, nor money, nor patience for ſuch amuſe- 
ments, The frolick is gone off, and | am only 
100 J. the poorer. But this kingdom is grown ſo 
exceſſively poor, that we wiſe men muſt think of 
nothing but getting a little ready money. It is 
thought there are not two hundred thouſand pounds 
of ſpecie in the whole iſland ; for we return thrice 
as much to our Abſentees, as we get by trade, and 
ſo are all inevitably undone; which I have been 
telling them in print theſe ten years, to as little 
purpoſe as if it came from the pulpit. And this 
is enough for Iriſh politics, which I only mention, 
becauſe it ſo nearly touches myſelf. I muſt repeat 
what, I believe, I have ſaid before, that I pity you 
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much more than Mrs. Pope. Such a parent and 
friend hourly declining before your eyes is an ob- 
je& very unfit for your health, and duty, and ten- 
der diſpoſition ; and I pray God it may not affect 
you too much. I am as much ſatisfied that your 
additional 100 J. per Aunum is for your life as if it 
were for ever. You have enough to leave your 
friends, I would not have them glad to be rid of 
you; and I ſhall take care that none but my ene- 
mies will be glad to get rid of me. You have em- 
broiled me with Lord B about the figure of 
living, and the pleaſure of giving. 1 am under the 
neceſſity of ſome little paultry figure in the ſtation 
Tam: but I make it as little as poſſible. As to the 
other part you are baſe, becauſe I thought myſelf 
as great a giver as ever was of my ability ; and yet 
in proportion you exceed, and have kept it till now 
a ſecret even from me, when I wondered how you 
were able to live with your whole little revenue, 
Adieu, 


LETTER XLill. 


LORD BOLINGBROKE TO DR. SWIFT. 


Nov. 19, 1729. 

1 FIND that you have laid aſide your project of 
building in Ireland, and that we ſhall ſee you 
in this iſland cum zephyris, et hirundine prima. | 
know not whether the love of fame increaſes as we 
advance in age; ſure I am that the force of friend- 
ſhip does. I loved you almoſt twenty years ago, I 
thought of you as well as | do now, better was 
beyond the power of conception, or, to avoid an 
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equivoque, beyond the extent of my ideas. Whe- 
ther you are more obliged to me for loving you as 
well when I knew you leſs, or for loving you as 
well after loving you ſo many years, I ſhall not de- 
termine. What I would ſay is this: whilſt my 
mind grows daily more independant of the world, 
and feels leſs need of leaning on external objects, the 
ideas of friendſhipreturn oftner, they buſy me, they 
warm me more : Is it that we grow more tender as 
the moment of our great ſeparation approaches ? 
or is it that they who are to live together in another 
fate, (for vera amicitia non niſi inter bonos) begin 
to feel more ſtrongly that divine ſympathy which 
is to be the great band of their future ſociety ? 
There is no one thought which ſooths my mind 
like this : I encourage my 1magination to purſue it, 
and am heartily afflicted when another faculty “ of 
the intelle& comes boiſterouſly in, and wakes me 
from ſo pleaſing a dream, if it be a dream. I 
will dwell no more on Oeconomicks than J 
have done in my former letter. Thus much only 
I will ſay, that otium cum dignitate is to be had with 
500 J. a year as well as with 5000 : the difference 


* Viz. Reaſon, Tully (to whom the letter-writer ſeems to 
allude) obſerves ſomething like this on the like occaſion, where, 
ſpeaking of Plato's famous book of the Soul, he ſays, Neſcio 
quomede, dum lego, adſentiry ; cum poſui librum, et mecum ipſe 
de immortalitate animorum caepi cegitare, adſenſio illa omnis 
elabitur, Cicero ſeems to have bad but a contuſed notion of 
the cauſe of the ſlippery nature of this aſſent, which the Letter- 
writer has here explained, namely, that the imagination is al- 
ways ready to indulge ſo flattering an idea, but ſeverer reaſon 
corrects and diſclaims it. As to RELIGION, that is out of the 
queſtion ;, for Tully wrote to his few philoſe phie friends; tho', 
as has been the fate of bis Lorc ſhip's fir ff Phil:ſephy, (where 


this whole matter is explained at large) it came at laſt into the 
hands of the Public, 
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will be found in the value of the man, and not in 
that of the eſtate, I do aſſure you, that] have never 
quitted the deſign of collecting, reviſing, improving, 
and extending ſeveral materials which are ſtill in my 
power ; and | hope that the time of ſetting myſelf 
about this laſt work of my life is not far off. Many 
papers of much curioſity and importance are lo}, 
and ſome of them in a manner which would ſor. 
prize and anger you. However I ſhall be able to 
convey ſeveral great truths to poſterity, ſo clearly 
and ſo authentically, that the Burnets and the 
Oldmixons of another age may rail, but not be 
able to deceive. Adieu, my friend. I have taken 
up more of this paper than belongs to me, fince 
Pope is to write to you ; no matter, for, upon re- 
collection, the rules of proportion are not broken; 
he will ſay as much to you in one page, as [ have 
ſaid in three. Bid him talk to you of the work he 
is about, I hope in good earneſt ; it is a fine one; 
and will be, in his hands, an original *. His 
ſole complaint 1s, that he finds it too eaſy in the 
execution. This flatters his lazineſs, it flatters my 
judgment, who always thought that (univerſal as 
his talents are) this is eminently and peculiarly his, 
above all the writers I know living or dead; I do 
not except Horace. 

Adieu. 


* E ay on Man. 
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LETTER XLIV. 


Nov. 28, 1729. 

HIS letter (like all mine) will be a Rhapſody ; 

it is many years ago fince I wrote as a Wit “. 

How many occurrences or informations muſt one 
omit, if one determined to ſay nothing that one 
could not ſay prettily ? I lately received from the 
widow of one dead correſpondent, and the father 
of another, ſeveral of my own letters of about fif- 
teen and twenty years old; and it was not unen- 
tertaining to myſelf to obſerve, how and by what 
degrees I ceas'd to be a witty writer; as either my 
experience grew on the one hand, or my affection 
to my correſpondents on the other. Now as I love 
you better than moſt I have ever met with in the 
world, and eſteem you too the more, the longer 1 


have compared you with the reſt of the world; fo 
inevitably | write to you more negligently, that is, 
more openly, and what all but ſuch as love one 
another will call writing worſe. I ſmile to think 
how Curl would be bit, were our Epiſtles to fall 
into his hands, and how gloriouſly they would fall 
ſnort of every ingenious reader's expectations? 

You can't imagine what a vanity it is to me, to 
have ſomething to rebuke you for in the way of 
Oeconomy. I love the man that builds a houſe 
/ubito ingenio, and makes a wall for a horſe : then 
cries, We wiſe men muſt think of nothing but 
getting ready money.” | am glad you approve my 
annuit, ; all we have in this world is no more than 
an annuity, as to our own enjoyment : but I will in- 
creaſe your regard for my wiſdom, and tell you, that 


He uſed to value himſelf on this particular. 


i R ** * — _ GET p 5 


234 LETTERS TO AND 


this annuity includes alſo the life of another 7, 
whoſe concern ought to be as near me as my own, 
and with whom my whole proſpects ought to finiſh, 
I throw my javelin of hope no farther, Cur brevi 
fortes jaculamur ac vo — etc. 


The ſecond (as it is called, but indeed the 
eighth) edition of the Dunciad, with ſome addi- 
tional notes and epigrams, ſhall be ſent you, if! 
know any opportunity; if they reprint it with 
you, let them by all means follow that octavo 

. edition, —The Drapier's letters are again print- 
ed here, very laudibly as to paper, print, etc. 
for you know | diſapprove Iriſh politics, (as my 
Commentator tells you) being a ſtrong and jea- 
lous ſubject of England. The Lady you mention, 
you ought not to complain of for not acknoy- 
ledging your preſent ; ſhe having lately received a 
much richer preſent from Mr. Knight of the 8. 
Sea; and you are ſenſible ſhe cannot ever return 
it to one in the condition of an outlaw. It's cer- 
tain, as he can never expect any favour , his mo- 
tive muſt be wholly diſintereſted. Will not this 
Refle::icn make you bluſh ? Your cont nual de- 
plorings of Ireland, make me wiſh you were here 
long enough to forget thoſe ſcenes that fo afflict 
you: i amonly in fear if you were, you would 
grow ſuch a patriot here too, as not to be quue at 
eaſe, for your love of old England.—lIt is very 
poſſible, your journey, in the time { compute, 
might exactly tally with my intended one to you; 
and if you muſt ſoon again go back, you would 
not be unattended. For the poor woman decays 


+ His mother's. 
{ He was miſtaken in this. Knight was pardoned, aud 


came home in the year 1742. 
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perceptibly every week ; and the winter may too 
probably put an end to a very long, and a very ir- 
reproachable life. My conttant attendance on her 
does indeed affect my mind very much, and leſſen 
extremely my deſires of long life; fince I fee the 
beſt that can come of it is a miſerable benediction. 
] look upon myſelf to be many years older in two 
years ſince you ſaw me: The natural imbecillity 
of my body, join'd now to this acquired old age of 
the mind, makes me at leaft as old as you, and 
we are the fitter to crawl down the hill together: 
| only defire I may be able to keep pace with you. 
My firſt friendſhip at ſixteen, was contracted with 
a man of ſeventy, and I found him not grave 
enough or conſiſtent enough for me, tho? we lived 
well to his death. I ſpeak of old Mr. Wycherley ; 
ſome letters of whom (by the by) and of mine the 
Bookſellers have got and printed, not without the 
concurrence of a noble friend of mine and yours“. 
don't much approve of it; tho' there is nothing 
for me to be aſhamed of, becauſe I will not be 
aſhamed of any thing | do not do myſelf, or of 
any thing that is not immortal but merely dull (as 
for inſtance, if they printed this letter I am now 
writing, which they eaſily may, if the underlings 
at the Poſt- office pleaſe to take a copy of it.) [I 
admire on this conſideration, your ſending your 
laſt to me quite open, without a ſeal, wafer, or any 
cloſure whatever, manifeſting the utter opennels 
of the writer. I would do the ſame by this, but 
fear it would look like affectation to ſend two let 
ters ſo together.——-I will fully repreſent to our 
friend (and, I doubt not, it will touch his heart) 


* See the occaſion in the ſecond and third Para of the 
Preface to the firſt Volume of Letters. * 
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what you ſo feelingly ſet forth as to the badneſs of 
your Burgundy, etc. He is an extreme honeſt 
man, and indeed ought to be ſo, conſidering how 
very indiſereet and unreſerved he is: But I do not 

approve this part of his character, and will never 
join with him in any of his idleneſſes in the way of 
wit. You know my maxim to keep as clear of all 
offence, as I am clear of all intereſt in either party, 
I was once diſpleas'd before at you, for complain- 
ing to Mr. ** of my not having a penfion, and am 
ſo again at your naming it to a certain Lord, [ 
have given proof in the courſe of my whole life, 
(from the time when I was in the friendſhip of 
Lord Bolingbroke and Mr. Craggs, even to this 
when I am civilly treated by Sir R. Walpole) that 
I never thought myſelf ſo warm in any party's cauſe 
as to deſerve their monev; and therefore would 
never have accepted it : But give mg leave to tell 
you, that of all mankind the two perſons I would 
leaſt have accepted any favour from, are thoſe 
very two, to whom you have unluckily ſpoken of 
it. I defire you to take off any impreſſions which 
that dialogue may have left upon his Lordfhip's 
mind, as if I ever had any thought of being be- 
holden to him, or any other, in that way. And 
yet, you know, I am no enemy to the preſent Con- 
ftitution ; 1 believe, as fincere a well-wiſher to it, 
nay, even to the church eſtabliſh'd, as any Mini- 
niſter in, or out of employment whatever; or any 
Biſhop of England or ireland, Yet am 1 of the 
Religion of Eraſmus, a Catholic; ſo J live, {ol ſhall 
die ; and hope one day to meet you, Biſhop At- 
terbury, the younger Craggs, Dr. Garth, Dean 
Berkley, and Mr. Hutchenſon, in that place, 19 
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which God of his infinite mercy bring -us, and 
every body | 

Lord B's anſwer to your letter I have juſt re- 
ceived, and join it to this pacquet. The work he 
ſpeaks of with ſuch abundant partiality, is a ſyſtem 
of Ethics in the Horatian way. 


9 


LETTER XLV. 


April 14, 1730. 
HIS is a letter extraordinary, to do and ſay 
nothing but recommend to you (as a Clergy- 
man, and a charitable one) a pious and a good 
work, and for a good and an honeſt man : Moreover 
he is above ſeventy, and poor, which you might 
think included in the word honeſt. I fhall think 
it a kindneſs done myſelf ; if you can propagate 
Mr. Weſtley's ſubſcription for his Commentary 
on Job, among your Divines, (Biſhops excepted, 
of whom there is no hope) and among fuch as are 
believers, or readers, of Scripture : even the cu- 
rious may find ſomething to pleaſe them, if they 
ſcorn to be edified. It has been the labour of eight 
years of this learned man's life ; I call him what 
he is, a learned man, and I engage you will ap- 
prove his proſe more than you formerly could his 
poetry. Lord Bolingbroke is a favourer of it, and 
allows you to do your beſt to ſerve an old Tory, and 
a ſufferer for the Church of England, tho? you are 
a Whig, as I am. 
We have here ſome verſes in your name, which 
I am angry at. Sure you would not uſe me ſo ill 
as to flatter me ? I therefore think it ſome other 
weak Iriſhman. 
P. S. ] did not take the pen out of Pope's hands, 
] proteſt to you. But ſince he will not fill the re- 
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mainder of the page, I think I may without offence. 
I ſeek no epiſtolary fame, but am a good deal 
pleas'd to think that it will be known hereafter 
that you and I lived in the moſt friendly intimacy 
together. —Pliny writ his letters for the public, ſo 
did Seneca, ſo did Balſac, Voiture, etc, Tully did 
not, and therefore theſe give us more pleaſure than 
any which have come down to us from antiquity, 
When we read them, we pry into a ſecret which 
was intended to be kept from us. That is a plea- 
ſure. We ſee Cato, and Brutus, and Pompey, and 
others, ſuch as they really were, and not ſuch as 
the gaping multitude of their own age took them 
to be, or as Hiſtorians and Poets have repreſented 
them to ours. That is another pleaſure. I remem- 
ber to have ſeen a proceſſion at Aix la Chapelle, 
wherein an image of Charlemagne is carried upon 
the ſhoulders of a man, who is hid by the long 
robe of the imperial Saint. Follow him into the 
veſtry, you ſee the bearer ſlip from under the robe, 
and the gigantic figure dwindles into an image of 
the ordinary ſize, and is ſet by among other lum- 
ber. I agree much with Pope, that our climate is 
rather better than that you are in, and perhaps 
your public ſpirit would be leſs grieved, or oftner 
comforted, here than there. Come to us therefore 
on a viſit at leaſt. It will not be the fault of ſe- 
veral perſons here, if you do not come to live with 
us. But great good will, and little power produce 
ſuch ſlow and feeble effects as can be acceptable to 
heaven alone, and heavenly men.—I know you 
will be angry with me, if | ſay nothing to you of 
a poor woman, who is {till on the other fide of the 
water in a moſt languiſhing ſtate of health. If ſhe 
regains ſtrength enough to come over, (and ſhe is bet- 
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ter within theſe few weeks) I ſhall nurſe her in this 
farm with all the care and tenderneſs poſſible. If 
ſhe does not, I muſt pay her the laſt duty of friend- 
ſhip wherever ſhe is, tho” I break through the 
whole plan of life which I have formed in my 
mind. Adieu. I am moſt faithfully and affection- 
ately yours. 


— — 


LETTER XLVI. 
LORD B. TO DR. SWIFT. 

Jan. 1730-31. 

BEGIN my letter by telling you that my wife 

has been returned from abroad about a month, 

and that her health, tho” feeble and precarious, is 

better than it has been theſe two years. She is 

much your ſervant, and as ſhe has been her own 

phyſician with ſome ſucceſs, imagines ſhe could be 
yours with the ſame. 

Would to God you was within her reach. She 
would, I believe, preſcribe a great deal of the med:- 
cina animi, without having recourſe to the Books of 
Triſmegiſtus. Pope and I ſhould be her principal 
apothecaries in the courſe of the cure; and tho? 
our beſt Botaniſts complain, that few of the herbs 
and ſimples which go to the compoſition of theſe 
remedies, are to be found at preſent in our ſoil, 
yet there are more of them here than in Ireland ; 
beſides, by the help of a little chemiſtry the moſt 
noxious juices may become ſalubrious, and rank 
poiſon a ſpecific, Pope is in now my library with 
me, and writes to the world, to the preſent and to 
future ages, whilſt I begin this letter which he is 
to finiſh to you. What good he will do to man- 
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kind I know not ; this comfort he may be ſure of, 
he cannot do leſs than you have done before him. 
I have ſometimes thought, that if preachers, hang. 
men, and moral-writers keep vice at a ſtand, or ſo 
much as retard the progreſs of it, they do as much 
as human nature admits: a real reformation is not 
to be brought about by ordinary means ; it requires 
thoſe extraordinary means which become puniſh- 
ments as well as leſſons : National corruption muſt 
be purged þy national calamities.—Let us hear 
from you. We deſerve this attention, becauſe we 
defire it, and becauſe we believe that you deſire to 
hear from us. . 


# 


_— 


LETTER XLVI. 


LORD B. TO DR. SWIFT: 

March 29. 
HAVE delayed ſeveral poſts anſwering your 
1 letter of January laſt, in hopes of being able to 
ſpeak to you about a project which concerns us 
both, but me the moſt, fince the ſucceſs of it 
would bring us together. It has been a good 
while in my head, and at my heart; if it can be 
ſet a going, you ſhall hear more of it. I was ill 
in the beginning of the winter for near a week, 
but in no danger either from the nature of my 
diſtemper, or from the attendance of three phyſi- 
cians. Since that bilious intermitting fever, I 
have had, as I had before, better health than the 
regard I have paid to health deſerves, We are both 
in the decline of lit, my dear Dean, and have 
been ſome years going down the hill ; let us make 
the paſſage - {ſmooth as we can. Let us fence 
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againſt phyſical evil by care, and the uſe of thofe 
means which experience muſt have pointed out to 
us: Let us fence againſt moral evil by philoſophy. 
| renounce the alternative you .propoſe. But we 
may, nay, (if we will follow nature, and do not work 
up imagination againſt her ꝓlaineſt dictates) we 
ſhall of courſe grow every year more indifferent to 
life, and to the affairs and intereſts of a ſyſtem out 
of which we are ſoon to go. This is much better 
than ſtupidity. The decay of paſſion ſtrengthens 
philoſophy, for paſſion may decay, and ſtupidity 
not ſucceed. Paſſions (ſays Pope, our Divine, as 
you will ſee one time or other) are the Gales of life: 
Let us not complain that they do not blow a ſtorm. 
What hurt does age do us, in ſubduing what we 
toil to ſubdue all our lives? It is now fix in the 
morning: I recall the time (and am glad it is over) 
when about this hour I uſed to be going to bed, 
ſurſeited with pleaſure, or jaded with buſineſs : 
my head often full of ſchemes, and my heart as 
often full of anxiety. Is it a misfortune, think 
you, that I riſe at this hour refreſhed, ſerene and 
calm? that the paſt, and even the preſent affairs 
of life ſtand like objects at a diſtance from me, 
where I can keep off the diſagreeable fo as not to 
be ſtrongly affected by them, and from whence I 
can draw the others nearer to me? Paſſions in their 
force, would bring all theſe, nay even future con- 
tingencies, about my ears at once, and reaſon 
would but ill defend me in the ſcuffle, 

[leave Pope to ſpeak for myſelf, but I muſt tell you 
how much my Wife is obliged to you. She ſays 
ſhe would find ſtrength enough to nurſe you, if you 
was here, and yet, God knows, ſhe is extremely 

Vor. VI. M 
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weak : The flow fever works under, and mines the 
conſtitution ; we keep it off ſometimes, but Mill i 
returns, and makes new breaches before nature can 
repair the old ones. I am not aſhamed to ſay to 
you, that I admire her more every hour of my life: 
Death is not to her the King of Terrors; ſhe be. 
holds him without the leaſt, When the ſuffers 
much, ſhe wiſhes for him as a deliverer from pain; 
when life is tolerable, ſhe looks on him with 
diſlike, becauſe he is to ſeparate her from thoſe 
friends to whom the is more attached than to life 
itſelf,—You ſhall not ſtay for my next, as long as 
you have for this letter; and in every one, Pope 
ſhall write ſomething much better than the ſeraps 
of old Philoſophers, which were the preſents, 
Munuſcula, that Stoical Fop Seneca uſed to ſend 
in every Epiſtle to his friend Lucihus. 

P. S. My Lord has ſpoken juſtly of his Lady: 
why not Iof my Mother? Yeſterday was her birth- 
day, now entering on the ninety-firſt year of her 
age; her memory much dimimſhed, but her ſenſes 
very little hurt, her fight and hearing good; ſhe 
fleeps not ill, eats moderately, drinks water, ſays her 
prayers; this is all ſhe does, I have reaſon to thank 
God for continuing ſo long to me a very good and 
render parent, and for allowing me to exerciſe for 
ſome years, thoſe cares which are now as neceſſary 
to her, as hers have been to me. An object of this 

fort daily before one's eyes very much ſoftens the 
mind, but perhaps may hinder it from the willing- 
neſs of contracting other tyes of the like domeſtic 
nature, when one/finds how painful it is even to 
enjoy the tender pleaſures. I have formerly made 
ſome ſtrong efforts to get and to deſerve a friend: 
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perhaps it were wiſer never to attempt it, but live 
extempore, and look upon the world only as a place 
to paſs through, juſt pay your hoſts their due, diſ- 
perſe a little charity, and hurry on. Yet am ¶ juſt 
now writing (or rather planning) a book to make 
mankind look upon this life with comfort and plea- 
ſure, and put morality in good hamour.—And juſt 
now too I am going to ſee one I love very tenderly ; 
and to-morrow to entertain ſeveral civil people, 
whom if we call friends, it is by the courteſy of Eng- 
land. —Sic, fic juvat ire ſub umbras. While we do 
live, we muſt make the beſt of life, 
Cantantes /icet u/que (minus via laedit ) ramus. 

as the ſhepherd ſaid in Virgil, when the road was 
long and heavy. I am yours. 


— 


LETTER XLVIII. 


LORD BOLINGBROKE TO DR. SWIFT, 


OU may aſſure yourſelf, that if you come 

over this ſpring, you will find me not only 
got back into the habits of ſtudy, but devoted to 
that hiſtorical taſk, which you have ſet me theſe 
many years. I am in hopes of ſome materials 
which will enable me to work in the whole extent 
of the plan I propoſe to myſelf. If they are not to 
be had, I muſt accommodate my plan to this defi- 
ciency, In the mean time Pope has given me more 
trouble than he or I thought of; and you will be 
ſurprized to find that I have been partly drawn by 
him and partly by myſelf, to write a pretty large 
volume upon a very grave and important ſubject ; 
that I have ventured to pay no regard whatever to 


ay authority except ſacred authority, and that I 
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# have ventured to ſtart a thought, which muſt, if it 


is puſh'd as ſucceſsfully, as I think it is, render 
all your Metaphyſical Theology both ridiculous 
and abominable. There is an expreſſion in one 
of your letters to me, which makes me believe you 
-will come into my way of thinking on this ſubject; 
and yet I am perſuaded that Divines and Free- 
thinkers would both be clamorous againſt it, if it 
was to be ſubmitted to their cenſure as I do not in. 
tend it ſhall. The paſſage I mean, is that where 
you ſay that you told Dr. ** the Grand points of 
Chriſtianity ought to be taken as infallible Revela. 
tions +, etc. 

It has happened, that, whilſt I was writing this 
to you, the Dr. came to make me a viſit from 
London, where I heard he was arrived ſome time 
ago: He was in haſte to return, and is, I per- 
ceive, in great haſte to print. He left with me 
eight Diſſertations , a ſmall part, as I under. 
ſtand, of his work, and deſired me to peruſe, con- 
ſider, and obſerve upon them againſt Monday next, 
when he will come down again. But what | have 
read of the two firſt, I find myſelf unable to ſerve 
him. The principles he reaſons upon are begged 
in a diſputation of this ſort, and the manner of 


+ la this maxim all b:gotted Divines and free-thinking Pili- 
ticrans agree: the one, for fear of diſturbing the eſtabliſhed 
Religion ; the other, leſt that diſturbance ſhould prove injurious 
to their adminiſtration of the ſtate. And would they be con- 
tent to take theſe points for granted themſelves, without in- 
juring thoſe, in their fortunes and reputation, who are for in- 
quiring into, and ſettling them on, their right grounds, I thiak 
no body would envy their prety or their w//domz but when they 
begin to perſecute thoſe who venture to aſſume this natural l- 


berty, then they unmaſk the ir hypocriſy and Machi ve lianiſm. 
} Revelation examined with candor, | 
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reaſoning is by no means cloſe and concluſive, The 
ſole advice I could give him in conſcience would 
de that which he would take ill and not follow. I 
will get rid of this taſk as well as I can, for 1 
eſteem the man, and ſhould be ſorry to CI 


him where I cannot ferve him. 

As to retirement, and exerciſe, your notions are 
true : The firſt ſhould not be indulged fo much 
as to render us ſavage, nor the laſt negleRed ſo as 
to impair health. But I know men, who for fear 
of being ſavage, live with all who live with them ; 
and who, to preſerve their health, ſaunter away 


half their time. Adieu: Pope calls for the Paper. 


P. 8. I hope what goes before will be a ſtrong 
motive to your coming. God knows if ever I ſhall 
fee Ireland; I ſhall never deſire it, if you can be 
got hither, or kept here. Yet I think I ſhall be, 
too ſoon; a Free-man.—Your recommendations I 
conſtantly give to thoſe you mention ; tho* ſome 
of 'em! ſee but ſeldom, and am every day more 
retired, I am leſs fond of the world, and leſs cu- 
nous about it: yet no way out of humour, diſap- 
pointed, or angry: tho' in my way I reccive as 
many injuries as my betters, but I don't feel them, 
therefore | ought not to vex other people, nor even 
to return injuries. I paſs almoſt all my time at 
Dawley and at home; my Lord (of which I partly 
take the merit to myſelf) is as much eſtranged from 
Politics, as Lam. Let Philoſophy be ever ſo vain, 
it is leſs vain now than Politics, and not quite ſo 
vain at preſent as Divinity : I know nothing that 
moves ſtrongly but Satire, and thoſe who are aſhamed 
of nothing elſe, are ſo of being ridiculous. I fancy, 
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if we three were together but for three years, 
good might be done even upon this age, 

I know you'll deſire ſome account of my health: 
It is as uſual, but my ſpirits rather worſe, I write 
little or nothing. You know TI never had either a 
taſte or talent for politics, and the world minds 
nothing elſe. I have perſonal obligations, which 
I will ever preſerve, to men of different ſides, and 
1 wiſh nothing ſo much as public quiet, except it be 
my own quiet. I think it a merit, if I can take of 
any man from grating or ſatirical ſubjects, merely 
on the ſcore of Party: and it is the greateſt vanity 
of my life that 1 contributed to turn my Lord 
Bolingbroke to ſubjects moral, uſeful, and more 
worthy his pen. -Dr. 's Book is what I can't 
commend ſo much as Dean Berkley's 1, tho? it has 
many things ingenious in it, and is not deficient in 
the writing part: but the whole book, tho' he 
meant it ad Populum, is, I think, purely ad Clerun, 
Adieu. 


ſome 


r A very lively and ingenuoys book, called, The Mina 
Phils ſopber. 
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LETTER XIX. 


Dublin, March 10, 1729. 
DENY it. I do write to you according to the 
old ſtipulation, for, when you kept your old 
company, when [I writ to one, [I writ to all. But 
am ready to enter into a new bargain fince you 
are got into a new world, and will anſwer all your 
letters, You are firſt to preſent my moſt humble 
reſpects to the Ducheſs of Queenſbury, and let her 
know that | never dine without thinking of her, 
although it be with ſome difficulty that i can obey 
her when | dine with forks that have but two 
prongs, and when the ſauce is not very conſiſtent. 
You mult likewiſe tell her Grace that ſhe is a ge- 
neral Toaſt among all honeſt folks here, and par- 
ticularly at the Deanry, even in the face of my 
Whig ſubjects.—I will leave my money in Lord 
Bathurit's hands, and the management of it (for 


* Found among Mr, Gay's Papers, and returned to Dr. 
Swift by the Duke of Queenſbury and Mr. Pope. P. 


M 4 


7 


248 LETTERS TO AND 


want of better) in yours: and pray keep the in. 
tereſt=money in a bag wrapt up and ſealed by itſelf 
for fear of your own fingers under your careleſſneſ.. 
Mr. Pope talks of you as a perfe ſtranger ; by: 
the different purſuits and manners and intereſts of 
life, as fortune hath pleaſed to diſpoſe them, will 
never ſuffer thoſe to live together, who by their in- 
clinations ought never to part, I hope when you 
are rich enough, you will have ſome little oecono- 
my of your own in town or country, and be able 
to give your friend a pint of Port; for the domeſtic 
ſeaſon of life will come on. I had never much 
hopes of your vampt Play, although Mr. Pope ſeem'd 
to have, and although it were ever ſo good: But 
you ſhould have done like the Parſons, and changed 
your Text, I mean the Title, and the names of 
the perſons. After all, it was an effect of idleneß, 
for you are in the prime of life, when invention 
and judgment go together. I wiſh you had 1000. 
a year more for horſes I ride and walk whenever 
good weather invites, and am imputed the beſt 
walker in this town and five miles round. I wnt 
Jarely to Mr. Pope: I wiſh you had a little Villa- 
kin in his neighbourhood ; but you are yet too vo- 
latile, and any Lady with a coach and fix horſes 
would carry you to Japan. 
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Dublin, Nov. 10, 173*. 
HEN my Lord Peterborow in the Queen's 
time went abroad upon his Ambaſhes, the 
Miniſtry told me, that he was ſuch a vagrant, they 
were forced to write at him by gueſs, becauſe they 
knew not where to write 7o him. This is my caſe 
with you; ſometimes in Scotland, ſometimes at 
Ham-walks, ſometimes God knows where. You 
are a man of buſineſs, and not at leiſure for inſig- 
nificant correſpondence. It was I got you the em- 
ployment of being my Lord Duke's premier Miniftre : 
for his Grace having heard how good a manager 
'you were of my revenue, thought you fit to be en- 
truſted with ten talents. I have had twenty times 
a ſtrong inclination to ſpend a ſummer near Saliſ- 
bury-downs, having rode over them more than once, 
and with a young parſon of Saliſbury reckoned tw ᷣce 
the ſtones of Stonehenge, which are either ninety- 
two or ninety-three. I deſire to preſent my molt 
humble acknowledgments to my Lady Ducheſs in 
return of her civility. I hear an ill thing, that 
ſhe is matre pulchra filia pulchrior : I never ſaw her 
ſince ſhe was a girl, and would be angry ſhe ſhould 
excel her mother who, was long my principal God- 
deſs. I deſire you will tell her Grace, that the ill 
management of folks is not to be help'd when they 
are only bidential, which happens in all poor 
houſes, eſpecially thoſe of Poets ; upon which ac- 
count a knife was abſolutely neceſſary at Mr. Pope's, 
where it was morally impoſſible with a bidential 
tork to convey a morſel of beef, with the incum- 
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brance of muſtard and turnips, into your mouth at 
once. And her Grace hath coſt me thirty pounds 
to provide Tridents for fear of offending her, which 
ſum I deſire ſhe will pleaſe to return me. I am 


fick enough to go to the Bath, but have not heard it 


will be good for my diſorder, I have a ſtrong mind 
to ſpend my 200/. next ſummer in France; I am 
glad I have it, for there is hardly twice that ſum 
left in this kingdom. You want no fettlement ([ 
call the family where you live, and the foot you 
are upon, a ſettlement) till you increaſe your for- 
tune to what will ſupport you with eaſe and plenty, 
a good. houſe and a garden. The want of this! 
much dread for you: For I have often known a 
She- couſin of a good family and ſmall fortune, paſ- 
fing months among all her relations, living in plen- 
ty, and taking her circles, till ſhe grew an old 
Maid, and every body weary of her. Mr. Pope 
complains of ſeldom ſeeing you ; but the evil is un- 
avoidable, for differcut circumſtances of life have 
always ſeparated thoſe whom friendſhip would join: 
God hath taken care of this, to prevent any pro- 
greſs towards real happineſs here, which. would 
make life more deſirable, and death too dreadful, 
I hope you have now one advantage that you always 


wanted before, and the want of which made your 


friends as uneaſy as it did yourſelf; I mean the re- 
moval of that ſolicitude about your own affairs, 
which perpetually fill'd your thoughts and diſturb'd 


your converſation, For if it be true what Mr. 


Pope ſericully tells me, you will have opportunity 


of ſaving every groat of the intereit you receive; 
and ſo by the time he and you grow weary of each 
other, you will be able to paſs the reit of your 
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wineleſs life, in eaſe and plenty, with the additional 
triumphal comfort of never having received a penny 
from thoſe taſteleſs ungrateſul people from whom 
you deſerved ſo much, and who deſerve no better 
Genius's than thoſe by whom they are celebrated. 
If you ſee Mr. Ceſar, preſent my humble ſervice 
to him, and let him know that the ſcrub Libel 
printed againſt me here, and reprinted in London, 
for which he ſhewed a kind concern to a friend of 
us both, was written by myſelf, and ſent to a Whig- 
printer: It was in the ſtyle and genius of ſuch 
ſcoundrels, when the humour of libelling ran in 
this ſtrain againſt a friend of mine whom you 
know, —But my paper is ended. 


— 


LETIER U. 


Dublin, Nov. 19, 1730. 

WRIT to you a long letter about a fortnight 
paſt, "concluding you were in London, from 
whence I underſtood one of your former was dated: 
Nor did I imagine you were gone back to Aimſbury 
ſo late in the year, at which ſeaſon I take the 
Country to be only a ſcene for thoſe who have been 
ill uſed by a court on account of their Virtues; 
which is a ſtate of happineſs the more valuable, 
becauſe it is not accompanted by Envy, although 
nothing deſerves it more. I would gladly ſell a 
Dukedom to Joſe favour in the manner their Graces 
have done. I believe my Lord Carteret, fince he 
is no longer Lieutenant, may not wiſh me ill, and 
| have told him often that I only hated him as 
Lieutenant: J confeſs he had a genteeler manner 


et binding the chains of this kingdom than moſt 
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of his predeceſſors, and ] confeſs at the ſame time 
that he had ſix times a regard to my recommenda- 
tion by preferring ſo many of my friends in the 
church ; the two laſts ats of his favour were to add 
to the dignities of Dr. Delany and Mr, Stopford, 
the laſt of whom was by you and Mr. Pope put into 
Mr. Pultney's hands. I told you in my laſt, chat 
a continuance of giddineſs (tho' not in a violent 
degree) prevented my thoughts of England at pre- 
ſent. For in my caſe a domeſtic life is neceſſary, 
where I can with the Centurion ſay to my ſervant, 
Go, and he goeth, and Do this, and he doth it. 
I now hate all people whom I cannot command, 
and conſequently a Ducheſs is at this time the hate- 
fulleſt Lady in the world to me, one only excepted, 
and I beg her Grace's pardon for that exception, 
for, in the way I mean, her grace 1s ten thouſand 
times more hateful. I confeſs I begin to apprehend 
| you will ſquandey, my money, becauſe I hope you 
never leſs wanted it; and if you go on with ſuc- 
ceſs for two years longer, I fear I ſhall not have a 
farthing of it left. The Doctor hath ill- informed 
me, who ſays that Mr. Pope is at preſent the chief 
poetical Favourite, yet Mr. Pope himſelf talks like 
a Philoſopher and one wholly retired. But the 
vogue of our few honeſt folks here is, that Duck 
is abſolutely to ſucceed Euſden in the laurel, the 
contention being between Concannen or I heobald, 
or ſome other Hero of the Dunciad. I never 
charged you for not talking, but the dubious ſtate 
of your affairs in thoſe days was too much the ſub- 
je, and I wiſh the Ducheſs had been the voucher 
of your amendment. Nothing ſo much contribut- 
ed to my eaſe as the turn of affairs after the Queen's 
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death ; by which all my hopes being cut off, I 
could have no Ambition left, unleſs I would have 
been a greater raſcal than happened to ſuit with 
my temper. I therefore ſat down quietly at my 
morſel, adding only thereto a principle of hatred 
to all ſucceeding Meaſures and Miniſters by way 
of ſauce to reliſh my meat: And I confeſs one 
point of conduct in my Lady Ducheſs's life hath 
added much poignancy to it. There is a good 
Iriſh practical bull towards the end of your letter, 
where you ſpend a dozen lines in telling me you 
muſt leave off, that you may give my Lady Ducheſs 
room to write, and ſo you proceed to within two 
or three lines of the bottom ; though I would have 
remitted you my 2c0/. to have left place for as 
many more. 


To the Ducheſs. 
Madam, 


My beginning thus low is meant as a mark of 
reſpect, like receiving your Grace at the bottom of 
the ſtairs. I am glad you know your duty ; for it 
hath been a known and eſtabliſh'd rule above 
twenty years in England, that the firſt advances ' 
have been conſtantly made me by all Ladies who 
aſpir'd to my acquaintance, and the greater their 
quality, the greater were their advances. Yet, 
I know not by what weakneſs, I have conde- 
ſcended graciouſly to diſpenſe with you upon 
this important article. Though Mr. Gay will 
tell you that a nameleſs perſon ſent me eleven meſ- 
ſages before 1 would yield to a viſit: I mean a per- 
ſon to whom he is infinitely obliged, for being 
the occaſion of the happineſs he now enjoys under 
the protection and favour of my Lord Duke and 
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your Grace. At the ſame time I cannot forbear 
telling you, Madam, that you are a little imperious 
in your manner of making your advances. You 
fay, perhaps you ſhall not like me; I affirm you 
are miſtaken, which I can plainly demonſtrate; for 
I have certain intelligence, that another perſon dif. 
likes me of late, with whoſe likings yours have not 
for ſome time paſt gone together. However, if [ 
ſhall once have the honour to attend your Grace, 1 
will out of fear and prudence appear as vain as | 
can, that I may not know your thoughts of me. 
This is your own direction, but it was needleſs: 
For Diogenes himſelf would be vain, to have re- 
ceived the honour of being one moment of his life 
in the thoughts of your Grace. 


L £13 .8&R LI. 


Dublin, April 13, 1720-31. 

Sour fituation is an odd one; the Pucheſs is 
your Treaſurer, and Mr. Pope tells me you 

are the Duke's. And I had gone a good way in 
ſome verſes on that occaſion, preſcribing leſſons to 
direct your conduct, in a negative way, not to do 
ſo and fo, etc. like other Treaſurers ; how to deal 
with Servants, Tenants, or neighbouring Squires 
which I take to be Courtiers, Parliaments, and 
Princes in alliance, and fo the parallel goes on, but 
grows too long to pleaſe me: I prove that Poets are 
the fitteſt perſons to be treaſurers and managers to 
great perſons, from their virtue and contempt of 
money, etc.—Pray, why did you not get a new heel 
to your ſhoe? unleſs you would make your court 
at St. James's by affecting to imitate the Prince of 


/ 
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Lilliput.—But the reſt of your letter being wholly 
taken up in a very bad charatter of the Ducheſs, 1 
ſhall ſay no more to you, but apply myſelf to her 
Grace. : 


Madam, ſince Mr. Gay affirms that you love to 
have your OWN WAY, and ſince | have the ſame per- 
fetion; I will ſettle that matter immediately, to 
prevent thoſe ill conſequences he apprehends. Your 
Grace ſhall have your own way, in all places ex- 
cept your Own houſe, and the domains about it. 
There, and there only, I expect to have mine, ſo 
that you have all the world to reign in, bating only 
wo or three hundred acres, and two or three houſes 
in town and country, I will likewiſe out of my 
ſpecial grace, certain knowledge, and mere motion, 
allow you to be in the right againſt all human 
kind, except myſelf, and to be never in the wrong 
but when you differ from me. You ſhall have a 
greater privilege in the third article of ſpeaking 


your mind; which I ſhall graciouſly allow you now 


and then to do even to myſelf, and only rebuke you 
when it does not pleaſe me. 

Madam, I am now got as far as your Grace's let- 
ter, which having not read this fortnight (having 
been out of town, and not daring to truſt mylelf 
with the carriage of it) the preſumptuous manner 
in which you begin had ſlipt out of my memory. 
But | forgive you to the ſeventeenth line, where 
you begin to baniſh me for ever, by demanding me 
to anſwer all the good Character ſome partial friends 
have given me. Madam, I have lived ſixteen years 
in Ireland, with only an Intermiſſion of two ſum- 
mers in England; and conſequently am fifty years 
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older than I was at the Queen's death, and fifty. 
thouſand times duller, and fifty-million times more 
peeviſh, perverſe, and moroſe ; ſo that under theſe 
diſadvantages I can only pretend to excel all your 
other acquaintance about ſome twenty bars length, 
Pray, Madam, have you a clear voice? and will 
you let me fit at your left hand at leaſt within three 
of you, for of two bad ears, my right is the beſt ? 
My Groom tells me that he likes your park, but 
your houſe 1s too little. Can the Parſon of the 
pariſh play at back-gammon, and hold his tongue? 
is any one of your Women a good nurſe, if I ſhould 
fancy myſelf ſick for four and twenty hours? how 
many days will you maintain me and my equipage? 
When theſe preliminaries are ſettled, -] muſt be 
very poor, very ſick, or dead, or to the laſt degree 
unfortunate, if I do not attend you at Aimſbury. 
For, I profeſs, that you are the firſt Lady that ever 
I defired to ſee, ſince the firſt of Auguſt, 1714, 
and I have forgot the date when that deſire grew 
ſtrong upon me, but I know was not then in 
England, elſe I would have gone on foot for that 
happineſs as far as to your houſe in Scotland. But 
I can foon recolle& the time, by aſking ſome Ladies 
here the month, the day, and the hour when | be- 
gan to endure their company? which however | 
think was a ſign of my ill judgment, for.] do not 
perceive they mend in any thing but envying or 
admiring your Grace. I diſlike nothing in your 
letter but an affected apology for bad writing, bad 
ſpelling, and a bad pen, which you pretend Mr. 
Gay found fault with; wherein you affront Mr. 
Gay, you affront me, and you affront yourſelf. 
Falſe ſpelling is only excuſable in a Chamber-mai< 
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for I would not pardon it in any of your Waiting- 
women. Pray God preſerve your Grace and fami- 
ly, and give me leave to expect that you will be ſo 
juſt to remember me among thoſe who have the 
greateſt regard for virtue, goodneſs, prudence, 
courage and generoſity ;z after which you muſt con- 
clude that I am, with the greateſt reſpect and gra- 
titude, Madam, your Grace's moſt obedient and 
moſt humble ſervant, etc. 


To Mr. GAY. 


I have juſt got yours of February 24, with a poſt- 
ſcript by Mr. Pope. I am in great concern for 
him; I find Mr. Pope dictated to you the firſt part, 
and with great difficulty ſome days after added the 
reſt, I ſee his weakneſs by his hand-writing. How 
much does his philoſophy exceed mine? I could not 
bear to ſee him? I will write to him ſoon. 


Mo 


\ 


LETTER LIM 


Dublin, June 29, 1731. 

VER fince I received your letter, I have been 
upon a balance about going to England, and 
landing at Briftol to paſs a month at Aimſbury, as 
the Ducheſs hath given me leave. But many difh- 
cilties have interfered ; firſt, I thought I had done 
with my law-ſuit, and fo did all my lawyers ; but 
my adverſary, after being in appearance a Prote- 
ſtant theſe twenty years, hath declared he was al- 
ways a Papiſt, and conſequently by the law here, 
cannot buy nor (I think) fell; ſo that I am at fea 
again, for almoſt all I am worth. But I have a 
ſtill worſe evil; for the giddineſs I was ſubject to, 
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inſtead of coming ſeldom and violent, now con- 
ftantly attends me more or leſs, though in a more 
peaceable manner, yet ſuch as will not qualify me 
to live among the young and healthy: and the 
Ducheſs, in all her youth, ſpirit, and grandeur, will 
make a very ill nurſe, and her women not much 
better, Valetudinarians muſt live where they can 
command, and ſcold ; I muſt have horſes to ride, 1 
muſt go to bed and riſe when I pleaſe, and live 
where all mortals are ſubſervient to me. I muſt 
talk nonſenſe when I pleaſe, and all who are 
preſent muſt commend it. 1 muſt ride thrice a 
week, and walk three or four miles beſides, every 
day. 

I always told you Mr. — was good for nothing 
but to be a rank Courtier. I care not whether he 
ever writes to me or no. He and you may tell this 
to the Ducheſs, and ] hate to ſee you ſo charitable, 
and ſuch a Cully; and yet I love you for it, becauſe 
I am one myſelf. 

You are the fillieſt lover in Chriſtendom : If you 
like Mrs. —— why do you not command her to 
take you ? if ſhe does not, ſhe 1s not worth purſu- 
ing; you do her too much honour; ſhe hath neither 
| ſenſe nor taſte, if ſhe dares to refuſe you, though 
ſhe hath ten thouſand pounds. I do not remem- 
ber to have told you of thanks that you have not 
given, nor do I underitand your meaning, and ] 
am ſure I had never the leaſt thoughts of any my- 
ſelf. If J am your friend, it is for my own reputa- 
tion, and from a principle of ſelf-love, and I do 
ſometimes reproach you for not honouring me by 


letting the world know we are friends. 
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[ ſee very well how matters go with the Ducheſs 
in regard to me. I heard her ſay, Mr. Gay, fill 
your letter to the Dean, that there may be no room - 
for me, the frolic 1s gone far enough, I have writ 
thrice, I will do no more; if the man has a mind 
to come, let him come; what a clutter is here? 
poſitively I will not write a ſyllable more. She is 
an ungrateful Ducheſs conſidering how many ador- 
ers I have procured her here, over and above the 
thouſands ſhe had before.—I cannot allow you rich 
enough till you are worth 7000/7. which will bring 
you 300 per Annum, and this will maintain you, with 
the perquiſite of ſpunging while you are young, 
and when you are old will afford you a pint of port 
at night, two ſervants, and*an old maid, a little 
garden, and pen and ink—provided you live in the 
country. — Have you no ſcheme either in verſe or 
proſe? The Ducheſs ſhould keep you at hard meat, 
and by that means force you to write; and ſo [ 
have done with you. 


Madam, 


Since I began to grow old, I have found all ladies 
become inconſtant without any reproach from their 
conſcience. If I wait on you, I declare that one of 
your women (which ever it is that has deſigns upon 
a Chaplain) muſt be my nurſe, if I happen to be 
fick or peeviſh at your houſe, and in that caſe you 
muſt ſuſpend your domineering Claim till I recover. 
Your omitting the uſual appendix to Mr. Gay's 
letters hath done me infinite miſchief here; for 
while you continued them, you would wonder how 
civil the Ladies here were to me, and how much 
they have altered ſince. I dare not confeſs that I 
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have deſcended ſo low as to write to your Grace, 
after the abominable neglect you have been guilty 
of; for if they but ſuſpected it I ſhould loſe them 
all. One of them, who had an inkling of the mat. 
ter (your Grace, will hardly believe it) refuſed to 
beg my pardon upon her knees, for once neglett- 
ing to make my rice-milk—Pray conſider this, and 
do your duty, or dread the conſequence. | pro- 
miſe you ſhall have your will fix minutes every 
hour at Aimſbury, and ſeven in London, while I am 
in health: but if I happen to be ſick, I muſt govern 


to a ſecond. Yet properly ſpeaking, there is no 
man alive with ſo much truth and reſpe& your 
Grace's moſt obedient and devoted ſervant, 


pe ». 


LETTER LIV. 


Aug. 28, 1731. 

OU and the Ducheſs uſe me very ill, for, | 
profeſs, 1 cannot diſtinguiſh the tile or the 
hand-writing of either. I think her Grace writes 
more like you than herſelf, and that you write more 
like her Grace than yourſelf. I would ſwear the 
beginning of your letter writ by the Ducheſs, 
though it is to paſs for yours; becauſe there 1s a 
curſed lie in it, that the is neither young nor heal- 
thy, and beſides it perfectly reſembles the part ſhe 
owns. I will Ikewiſe ſwear, that what I muſt ſup- 
poſe is written by the Ducheſs, is your hand; and 
thus I am puzzled and perplexed between you, but 
1 will go on in the innocency of my own heart. 
I am got eight miles from our famous metropolis, 
to a country Parſon's, to whom | lately gave a 
City-living, ſuch as an Engliſh Chaplain would 
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leap at. I retired here for the public good, hav- 
ing two great works in hand: One to reduce the 
whole politeneſs, wit, humour and ſtyle of Eng- 
land into a ſhort ſyſtem for the uſe of all perſons of 
quality, and particularly the maids of honour “. 
The other is of almoſt equal importance; I may call 
it the Whole duty of ſervants, in about twenty ſeve- 
ral ſtations from the ſteward and waiting-woman 
down to the ſcullion and pantry-boy -l believe 
no mortal had ever ſuch fair invitations, as to be 
happy in the beſt company of England. I wiſh I 
had liberty to print your letter with my own com- 
ments upon it. There was a fellow in Ireland, 
who from a ſhoe-boy grew to be ſeveral times one 
of the chief governors, wholly illiterate, and with 
hardly common ſenſe :- A Lord Lieutenant told 
the firſt King George, that he was the greateſt 
ſubje& he had in both kingdoms; and truly this 
character was gotten and preſerved by his never 
appearing in England, which was the only wiſe 
thing he ever did, except purchaſing fixteen thou- 
ſand pounds a year—— Why, you need not ſtare: 
it is eaſily apply'd: I muſt be abſent, in order to 
preſerve my credit with ber Grace Lo here 
comes in the Ducheſs again {I know her by her dd's ; 
but am a fool for diſcovering my Art) to defend 
herſelf againſt my conjecture of what ſhe ſaid 
Madam, TI will imitate your Grace and write to 
you upon the ſame line. I own it 1s a baſe unro- 
mantic ſpirit in me, to ſuſpend the honour of wait- 


* Wagſtaff: Dialogues of Polite Converſation, publiſhed in 


his life time. 


+ An imperfeCt thing of this kind, called Dire&ions to ſer- 
vants in general, has been publiſhed ſince his death. 
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ing at your Grace's feet, till I can finiſh a paltry 
law-ſuit. It concerns indeed almoſt all my whole 
fortune; it is equal to half Mr. Pope's, and two- 
thirds of Mr. Gay's, and about fix weeks rent of 
your Grace's, This curſed accident hath drill'd 
away the whole ſummer. But, Madam, underſtand 
one thing, that I take all your ironical civilities 
in a literal ſenſe, and whenever I have the honour 
to attend you, ſhall expect them to be literally per. 
formed: though perhaps I ſhall find it hard to 
prove your hand-writing in a Court of juſtice; 
but that will not be much for your credit. How 
miſerably hath your Grace been miſtaken in think- 
ing to avoid Envy by running into exile, where it 
haunts you more than ever it did even at Court? 
Non te civitas non Regia domut in exilium miſerunt, 
ſed tu utraſgue. 80 ſays Cicero (as your Grace 
knows) or ſo he might have ſaid. 

I am told that the Craftſman in one of his pa- 
pers is offended with the publiſhers of (I ſuppoſe) 
the laſt edition of the Dunciad; and I was aſked 
whether you and Mr. Pope were as good friend: 
to the new diſgraced perſon as formerly ? This [ 
knew nothing of, but ſuppoſe it was the conſe- 
quence of ſome miſtake. As to writing, I look 
on you juſt in the prime of life for it, the very 
ſeaſon when judgment and invention draw together. 
But ſchemes are perfectly accidental; ſome will 
appear barren of hints and matter, but prove to 
be fruitful; and others the contrary : And what 
you ſay, is paſt doubt, that every one can beſt find 
hints for himſelf : though it is poſſible that ſome- 
times a friend may give you a lucky one juſt ſuit- 
ed to your on imagination. But all this is almoſt paſt 


** 
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with me: my invention and judgment are perpetu- 
ally at fiſty-cuffs, till they have quite diſabled each 
other; and the meereſt trifles I ever wrote are ſe- 
rious philoſophical lucubrations, in compari- 
ſon to what I now-buſy myſelf about; as (to ſpeak 
in the author's phraſe) the world may one day 


ſee “. 


7 


LETTER LV. 


September 10, 1731. 

F your ramble was on horſeback, I am glad of 
it on account of your health; but I know your 
arts of patching up a journey between ſtage- 
coaches and friends coaches : for you are as arrant 
a cockney as any hoſier in Cheapſide. One clean 
ſhirt with two cravats, and as many handkerchiefs, 
make up your equipage ; and as for a night-gown, 
it is clear from Homer, that Agamemnon roſe 
without one. I have often had it in my head to 
put it into yours, that you ought to have ſome 
great work in ſcheme, which may take up ſeven 
years to finiſh, beſides two or three under-ones, 
that may add another thouſand pound to your ſtock : 
and then I ſhall be in leſs pain about you. I know 
you can find dinners, but you love twelve-penny 
coaches too well without conſidering that the inte- 
reſt of a whole thouſand pounds brings you but 
half a crown a day. I find a greater longing than 
ever to come amongſt you; and reaſon good, 
when I am teazed with Dukes and Ducheſſes for a 


His ludicrous prediQion was fince his death, and very much 
to his diſhogour, ſeriouſly fulfilled. 
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viſit, all my demands comply'd with, and all excuſes 
cut off. You remember, O happy Don Quixote! 
* Queens held his horſe, and Ducheſſes pulled of 
his armour,” or ſomething to that purpoſe. He 
was a mean-ſpirited fellow; I can ſay ten times 
more; O happy, etc. ſuch a Ducheſs was deſign- 
ed to attend him, and ſuch a Duke invited him to 
command his Palace. Nam iſtos reges ceteros memorare 
nolo, hominum mendicabula go read your Plautus, 
and obſerve Strobilus vaporing after he had found 
the pot of gold. —I will have nothing to do with that 
Lady: I have long hated her on your account, 
and the more, becauſe you are fo forgiving as not 
to hate her; however, ſhe has good qualities 
enough to make her eſteemed ; but not one grain 
of feeling. I only wiſh ſhe were a fool.—I have 
been ſeveral -months writing near five hundred 
lines on a pleaſant ſubject, only to tell what my 
friends and enemies will ſay on me after I am dead. 
I ſhall finiſh it ſoon, for I add two lines every 
week, and blot out four, and alter eight. I have 
brought in you and my other friends, as well as ene- 
mies and detractors.—It is a great comfort to ſee 
how corruption and ill conduct are inſtrumental in 
uniting Virtuous perſons and Lovers of their 
country of all denominations: Whig and Tory, 
High and Low-church, as ſoon as they are left to 
think freely, all joining in opinion. If this be 
diſaffection, pray God ſend me always among the 
diſaffeted! and I heartily wiſh you joy of your 
ſcurvy treatment at Court, which hath given you 
leiſure to cultivate both public and private Virtue, 


* This has been publiſhed, and is amongſt the beſt of his 


\ 
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neither of them likely to be ſoon met with within 
the walls of St. James's or Weſtminſter. But I 
muſt here diſmiſs you, that I may pay my acknow- 
ledgments to the Dake for the great honour he 
hath done me. 


My Lord, 

could have ſworn that my Pride would be always 
able to preſerve me from Vanity ; of which [ have 
been in great danger to be guilty for ſome months 
paſt, firſt by the conduct of my Lady Ducheſs, 
and now by that of your Grace, whith had like to 
finiſh the work: And I ſhould have certainly gone 
about ſhewing my letters under the charge of ſe- 
crecy to every blab of my acquaintance; if I 
could have the leaſt hope of prevailing on any of 
them to believe that a man in ſo obſcure a corner, 
quite thrown out of the preſent world, and within 


a few ſteps of the next, ſhould receive ſuch conde- 


ſcending invitations from two ſuch perſons to whom 
he is an utter ſtranger, and who know no more 
of him than what they have heard by the par- 
tial repreſentations of a friend. But in the mean 
time, I muſt defire your Grace not to flatter yours 
ſelf, that I waited for Your Conſent to accept the 
invitation. I muſt be ignorant indeed not to know, 
that the Ducheſs, ever ſince you met, hath been 
moſt politickly employ'd in encreaſing thoſe forces, 
and ſharpening thoſe arms with which ſhe ſubdued 
you at firſt, and to which, the braver and the wiſer 
you grow, you will more and more ſubmit. Thus 
| knew myſelf on the ſecure ſide, and it was a 
mere piece of good manners to inſert that clauſe, 
of which you have taken the advantage. - But as I 
Vor. VI. N 


» 


266 LETTERS.TO AND 


cannot forbear informing your Grace that the 
Ducheſs's great ſecret in her art of government 
| hath been to reduce both your wills into one; 01 
am content, in due obſervance to the forms of the 
world, to return my moſt humble thanks to your 
Grace for ſo great a favour as you are pleaſed to 
offer me, and which nothing but impoſlibilities 
ſhall prevent me from receiving, ſince J am, with 
the greateſt reaſon, truth, and reſpect, my Lord, 
your Grace's moſt obedient, etc. 


* 


Madam, 


I have conſulted all the learned in occult ſciences 
of my acquaintance, and have fate up eleven nights 
to diſcover the meaning of thoſe two hieroglyphical 
Imes in your Grace's hand at the bottom of the 
laſt Aimſbury letter, but all in vain. Only 'tis 
agreed, that the language is Coptic, and a very 
profound Behmiſt aſſures me, the ſtyle is poetic, 
containing an invitation from a very. great perſon 
of the female ſex to a ſtrange kind of man whom 
ſhe never ſaw; and this is all I can find, which. 
after ſo many former invitations, will ever con- 
frm me in that reſpect, wherewith I am, Madam, 
your Grace's moſt obedient, etc, 


FROM DR. SWIFT, etc. 267 


LETTER: LVI. 
MR. GAY TO DR. SWIFT. 


Decemb. 1, 1731. 

XY OU uſed to complain that Mr. Pope and I 
would not let you ſpeak: you may now be 

even with me, and take jt out in writing. If you 
don't ſend to me now and then, the poſt-office will 
think me of no conſequence, for I have no corre- 
ſpondent but you. You may keep as far from us 
as you pleaſe, you cannot be forgotten by thoſe who 
ever knew you, and therefore pleaſe me by ſome- 
times ſhewing that I am not forgot by you. I have 
nothing to take me off from my friendſhip to you : 
I ſeek no new acquaintance, and court no favour ; 
I ſperd no ſhillings in coaches or chairs to levees 
or great viſits, and, as I don't want the aſſiſtance of 
ſome that J formerly convers'd with, I will not ſo 
much as ſeem to ſeek to be a dependant. As to 


my ſtudies, I have not been entirely idle, though I | 


cannot ſay that I have yet perfected any thing, 
What I have done is ſomething in the way of thoſe 
fables I have already publiſhed. All the money I 
get is by ſaving, ſ@ that by habit there may be ſome 
hopes (if I grow richer) of my becoming a miſer. 
All miſers have their excuſes; the motive to my 
parſimony is independance. If | were to be repre- 
ſented by the Ducheſs (ſhe is ſuch a downright nig- 
gard for me) this character might not be allowed 
me; but I really think I am covetous enough for 
any one who lives at the court-end of the town, 
aud who is as poor as myſelf: for I don't pretend 
that I am equally 344 S—k. Mr, Lewis 
2 
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defired you might be told that he hath five pound; 
of yours in his hands, which he fancies you may 
have forgot; for he will hardly allow that a Verſe. 
man can have a juſt knowledge of his own affairs, 
When you got rid of your law-ſuit, I was in hopes 
that you had got your own, and was free from eve- 
ry vexation of the law; but Mr. Pope tells me 
you are not entirely out of your perplexity, though 
you have the ſecurity now in your own poſſeſſion; 
but fill your caſe is not ſo bad as Captain Gulli- 
ver's, who was ruined by having a decree for him 
with coſts. I have had an injunction for me againſt 
pirating bookſellers, which I am ſure to get no- 
thing by, and will, I fear, in the end drain me of 
ſome money. When I began this proſecution, I 
fancy'd there would be ſome end of it; but the 
law ftill goes on, and *tis probable I ſhall ſome 
time or other ſee an Attorney's bill as long as the 
Book. Poor Duke Diſney is dead, and hath left 
what he had among his friends, among whom are 
Lord Bolingbroke 00 I. Mr. Pelham 500 J. Sir 
William Wyndham's youngeſt ſon, 500 J. Gen. 
Hill, 500 J. Lord Maſſam's ſon, 500 /. 

You have the good wiſhes of thoſe I converſe 
with ; they know they gratify me, when they re- 
member you; but I really think they do it purely 
for your own ſake, I am ſatisfied with the love 
and friendſhip of good men, and envy not the de- 
merits of thoſe who are moſt conſpicuouſly diſtin- 
gviſh'd. Therefore as I ſet a juſt value upon your 
friendſhip, you cannot pleaſe me more than letting 
me now and then know that you remember me 
(die only fatisfattion of diſtant friends) 11 


FROM DR. SWIFT, etc. 269 


p. S. Mr. Gay's is a good letter, mine will be 
a very dull one; and yet what you will think the 
worſt of it, is what ſhould be its excuſe, that I 
write in a head: ach that has laſted three days. I 
am never ill but I think of your ailments, and re- 
pine that they mutually hinder our being together : 
though in one point I am apt to differ from you, 
for you ſhun your friends when you are in thoſe cir- 
cumſtances, and I defire them; your way is the 
more generous, mine the more tender. Lady 
took your letter very kindly, for I had prepared 
her to expect no anſwer under a twelve-month ; but 
kindneſs perhaps is a word not applicable to cour- 
tiers, However ſhe 1s an extraordinary woman 
there, who will do you common juſtice. For God's 
ſake why all this ſcruple about Lord B s 
keeping your horſes, who has a Park; or about 
my keeping you on a pint of wine a day ? Weare 
infinitely richer than you imagine ; John Gay ſhall 
help me to entertain you, tho* you come like King 
Lear with fifty kuights—Tho? ſuch proſpects as [ 
wiſh, cannot now be formed for fixing you with 
vs, time may provide better before you part again : 
the old Lord may die, the benefice may drop, or, 
at worſt, you may carry me into Ireland. You 
will ſee a work of Lord B 's and one of mine; 
which, with the juſt negle& of the preſent age, 
conſult only poſterity ; and, with a noble ſcorn of 
politics, aſpire to philoſophy, I am glad you re- 
ſolve to meddle no more. with the low concerns and 
intereſts of Parties, even of Countries (for Coun- 
tries are larger Parties) Quid verum atgue decmms, 
curare, et rogare, naſtrum fit. I am much pleaſed 
with your deſign upon Rochefoucault's maxim, 
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pray hniſh it“. I am happy whenever you join 
our names together: So would Dr. Arbuthnot be, 
but at this time he can be pleaſed with nothing : 
for his darling ſon is dying in all probability, by 
the melancholy account 1 received this morning. 
The paper you aſk me about is of little value. 
It might have been a ſeaſonable ſatire upon the 
ſcandalous language and paſſion with which men of 
condition have ſtoop'd to treat one another: ſurely 
they ſacriſice too much to the people, when they 
ſacrifice their own: characters, families, etc. to the 
diverſion of that rabble of readers. I agree with 
you in my contempt of moſt popularity, fame, etc. 
even as a writer [| am cool in it, and whenever you 
fee what I am now writing, you'll be convinced! 
would pleaſe but a few, and {if I could) make 
mankind leſs Admirers, and greater Reaſoners +. 
I ftudy much more to render my own portion of 
Being eaſy, and to keep this peeviſh frame of the 
human body in good humour. Infirmities have 
not quite umann'd me, and it will delight you to 
hear they are not increas'd, tho” not diminiſh'd, 
I thank God, I do not very much want people to 
attend me, tho* my Mother now cannot. When! 
am ſick, I lie down ; when I am better, I riſe up: 
I am uſed to the head-ach, etc. If greater pains 
arrive (ſuch as my late rheumatiſm) the ſervants 
bathe and plaſter me, or the ſurgeon ſcarifes me, 


* The poem on his own death, formed upon a maxim of 
Rochefoucault. It is one of the beſt of his performances, ut 
very characteriſtic, 


+ The Poem he means is the Eſſay on Man. But this point 
he could never gain: His readers would admire the poetry 10 
ſpite of him, and would not underſtand the reaſoning alter all 
his pains. 
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and I bear it, becauſe I muſt. This is the evil of 
nature, not of fortune, I am juſt now as well as 

when you was here: I pray God you were no 
worſe, I ſincerely wiſh my life were paſt near you, 
and, ſuch as it is, I would not repine at it—All 

you mention remember you, and waſh you here. 


— 


— 


LETTER LW: 


DR. SWIFT TO MR. GAY. 


Dublin, May 4, 1732. 


AM now as lame as when you writ your letter, 

and almoſt as lame as your letter itſelf, for want 
of that limb from my Lady Ducheſs, which you 
promis'd, and without which I wonder how it 
could limp hither. I am not in a condition to 
make a true ſtep even on Aimſbury Downs, and I 
declare that a corporeal falſe ſtep 1s worſe than a 
political one; nay worſe than a thouſand political 
ones, for which I appeal to Courts and Miniſters, 
who hobble on and proſper, without the ſenſe of 
feeling. To talk of riding and walking is inſult- 
ing me, for | can as ſoon fly as do either. It is 
your pride and lazineſs, more than chair-hire, that 
makes the town expenſive. No honour 1s loſt by 
walking in the dark: and in the day, you may 
beckon a blackguard-boy under a gate, near your 
viſiting place (experto crede) ſave eleven pence, and 
got half a crown's worth of health. The worſt of 
my preſent misfortune is that I eat and drink, and 
can digeſt neither for want of exerciſe; and, to 
increaſe my miſery, the knaves are ſure to find 
me at home, and make huge wide ſpaces in my 
N 4 
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cellars. I congratulate with you, for lofing your 
Great acquaintance ; in ſuch a caſe, philoſophy 
reaches that we muſt ſubmit, and be content with 
good ones. I like Lord Cornbury's refuſing his 
penſion, but I demur at his being elected for Ox- 
ford ; which, I conceive, is wholly changed ; and 
entirely devoted to new principles; ſo it appeared 
to me the two laſt times I was there. 

I find by the whole caſt of your letter, that you 
are as giddy and as volatile as ever, juſt the reverſe 
of Mr. Pope, who hath always loved a dometiic 
life from his youth. I was going to wiſh you had 
ſome little place that you could call your own, but 
I profeſs, I do not know you well enough to con- 
trive any one ſyſtem of life that would pleaſe. You 
pretend to preach up riding and walking to the 
Ducheſs, yet, from my knowledge of you after 
twenty years, you always joined a violent defire of 
perpetually ſhifting places and company, with a 
rooted lazineſs, and an utter impatience of fatigue. 
A coach and fix horſes is the utmoſt exerciſe you 
can bear, and this only when you can fill it with 
ſuch company as is beſt ſuited to your taſte, and how 
glad would you be if it could waft you in the air 
to avoid joltmg ? while 1, who am ſo much later 
in life, can, or at leaſt could, ride 500 miles on- 
a trotting horſe. You mortally hate writing, on- 
ly becauſe it is the thing you chiefly ought to do: 
as well to keepup the vogue you have in the world, 
as to make you eaſy in your fortune: You are 
merciful to every thing but money, your beſt 
friend, whom you treat with inhumanity. Be aſ- 
ſured, I will hire people to watch all your motions, 
and to return me a faithful account. Tell me. 
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have you cured your abſence of mind ? can you 
attend to trifles ? can you at Aimſbury write do- 
meſtic libels to divert the family and neighbouring 
ſquires for five miles round? or venture ſo far on 
horſeback, without apprehending 'a ſtumble at 
every ſtep? can you ſet the footmen'a laughing as 
they wait at dinner? and do the Dueheſs's women 
admire your wit? in what eſteem are you with the 
Vicar of the pariſh? can you play with him at 
back-gammon ? have the farmers found out that 
you cannot diſtinguiſh-rye from barley, or an oak 
from a, crab-tree ? Yon are ſenſible that I know 
the full extent of your country {Hl is in fifhmg for 
Roaches, or Gudgeons at the higheſt. 91 
I love to do you good offices With your friends, 
and therefore deſire you will ſhew this letter to the 
Ducheſs, to improve her good opinion of your 
qualifications, and convince her how uſeful yon 
re like to be in the family. Her Grace ſhall have 
the honour of my correſpondence again when flis 
goes to Aimſbury. Hear a piece of Iriſh news, 1 
buried the famous General Meredith's father laſt 
right in my Cathedral, he was ninety-ſix yeurs 
old: ſo that Mrs. Pope may live ſeven years long- 
er. You ſaw Mr. Pope in health, pray is he ge- 
nerally more healthy than when I was amongſt 
you ? I would know how your own health is, and 
how much wine yon drink in a day? My ſtint in 
company is a pint at noon, and half as much at 
night, but I often dine at home like a hermit, and 
then I drink little or none at all. Yet I differ from 
you, for I would have ſociety if T could get what I 
like, people of middle underſtanding, and middle 
rank. od. rA 11 To. 
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LETTER LVIN. 


Dublin, July 10, 1732. 

I HAD your letter by Mr. Ryves a long time 
after the date, for | ſuppoſe he ſtayed long in 
the way. I am glad you determine upon ſome 
thing; there is no writing 1.efteem more than Fa- 
bles, nor any thing ſo difficult to ſucceed in, which 
however you have done excellently well, and | 
have often admired your happineſs in ſuch a kind 
of performances which I have frequently endea- 
vour'd at in vain. . I remember I ated as you ſeem 
to hint; I found a Moral. firſt and ſtudied for a 
Fable, but could do nothing that pleaſed me, and 
ſo left off that ſcheme for ever. I remember one, 
which was to repreſent what ſcoundrels rife in ar- 
mies by a long War, wherein [ ſuppoſed the Lion 
was engaged, and having loſt all his animals of 
worth, at laſt Serjeant Hog came to be Brigadier, 
and Corporal Ais a Colonel, etc. 1 agree with 
you, likewiſe about getting ſomething by the ſage, 
which, when it ſucceeds, is the beſt crop for poe- 
try in England: But, pray, take ſome new 
ſcheme, quite different from any thing you have 
already touched. The preſent humour of the play- 
ers, who hardly (as | was told in London) regard 
any, new play, and your, preſent ſituation at the 
Court, are the difficulties to be overcome; but 
thoſe circumſtances may have altered (at leaſt the 
former) ſince | left you. My ſcheme was to pals a 
month at Aimſbury, and then go to Twickenham, 
and live a winter between that and Dawley, and 
ſometimes at Riſkins without going to London, 
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where I now can have no occaſional lodgings: But 
| am not yet in any condition for ſuch removals, 
| would fain have you get enough againſt you grow 
old, to have two or three ſervants about you and a 
convenient houſe. It is hard to want thoſe /ub/idia 


ſenectuti, when a man grows hard to pleaſe, and 


few people care whether he be pleaſed or no. 
have a large houſe, yet | ſhould hardly prev ail to 
find one viſiter, if I were not able to hire him with 
a bottle of wine: ſo that, when am not abroad 
on horſeback, I generally dine alone, and am 
thankful, if a friend will paſs the evening with me. 
Iam now with the remainder of my pint before me, 
and ſo here's your health—and the ſecond and 
chief is to my Tunbridge acquaintance, my Lady 
Ducheſs—and I tell you that I fear my Lord Bo- 
lingbroke and Mr. Pope (a couple of Philoſophers) 
would ſtarve me, for even of port wine I ſhould re- 
quire half a pint a day, and as much at night : 

and you were growing as bad, unleſs your Duke 
and Ducheſs have mended you. Your cholic. 1s 
owing to intemperance of the Philoſophical kind; 
you eat without care, and if you think leſs than J, 
you drink too little. But your Inattention I can- 
not pardon, becauſe I imagined the cauſe was re- 
moved, for I thought it lay in your forty millions 
of ſchemes by Court-hop.s and Couri-fears. Yet 
Mr. Pope has the ſame defect, and it is of all 
others the moſt mortal to converiation ; neither is 
my Lord Bclingbroke unuaged with it: all for 
want of my rule, Vive la bagatelie ! but the Doc- 
tor is the King of laattention. What a vexatious 
life ſhould I lead among you ? If the Duckels be a 
reveu,e, I will never come to Aimſbury; or, If I 
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do, I will run away from you both; to one of her 
women, and the ſteward and chaplain. 


Madam, 


mentioned ſomething to Mr. Gay of a Tun- 
bridge-acquaintance, whom we forget of courſe 
when we return to town, and yet I am aſſured that 
if they meet again next ſummer, they have a bet- 
ter title to reſume their commerce. Thus I look 
on my right of correſponding with your Grace to 
be better eſtabliſhed upon your return to Aimſbury; 
and I ſhall at this time deſcend to forget, or at leaſt 
fuſpend my reſentments of your neglect all the 
time you were in London. | ſtill keep in my heart 
that Mr. Gay had no ſooner turned his back, than 
you left the place in this letter void which he had 
commanded you to fill: though your guilt con- 
founded you ſo far, that you wanted preſence of 
mind tb blot out the laſt line, where that command 
ftared you in the face. But it is my misfortune to 
quarrel with all my acquaintance, and always 
come by the worſt; and fortune is ever againſt 
me, but never ſo much as by purſuing me out of 
mere partiality to your Grace, for which you are 
to anſwer. By your, connivance, ſhe hath pleaſed, 
by one ſtumble on the ſtairs, to give me a lame- 
nefs that fix months hath not been able perfectly to 
cure: and thus I am prevented from revenging 
myſelf by continuing a month at Aimfbury, and 
breeding confuſion in your Grace's family. No 
diſappointment through my whole life hath been 
ſo vexatious by many degrees; and God knows 
whether | ſhall ever live to ſee the invincible Lady 
to whom I was obliged for ſo- many favours and 
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whom I never beheld ſince ſhe was a brat in hang- 
ing ſleeves. I am, and ſhall be ever, with the 
greateſt reſpect and gratitude, Madam, your Grace's 


moſt obedient, and moſt humble, ete. 
2 


LETTER LIX. 


Dublin, Aug. 12, 1732. 

| KNOW not what to ſay to the account of your 
ſtewardſhip, and 'tis monſtrous to me that the 
ſouth-ſea ſhould pay half their debts at one clap. 
But I will ſend forthe money when you put me into 
the way, for I ſhall want it here, my affairs being 
in a bad condition by the miſeries of the kingdom, 
and my own private fortune being wholly embroil- 
ed, and worſe than ever; ſo that I ſhall ſoon peti- 
tion the Ducheſs, as an object of charity, to lend me 
three or four thouſand pounds to keep up my dig- 
nity. My one hundred pound will buy me fix hog- 
ſheads of wine, which will ſupport me a year; 
proviſe frugis in annum Copia. Horace defired no 
more; for | will conſtrue frugis to be wine. You 
are young enough to get ſome lucky hint which 
muſt come by chance, and it ſhall be a thing of im- 
portance, guod & hunc in annum di vat Ein plures, 
and you ſhall not finiſh it in haſte, and it ſhall be 
diverting, and uſefully fatirical, and the Duchefs 
ſhall be your critic ; and betwixt you and me, I do 
not find ſhe will grow weary of you till this time 
ſeven years. I had lately an offer to change for an 
Engliſh living, which is juſt too ſhort by 40+7. 4 
year: and that muſt be made up gnt of the Duchefs's 
pin-money before I cam conſent. I want to be mi- 
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niſter of Aimſbury, Dawley, Twickenham, Riſc- 
ins, and Prebendary of Weſtminſter, elſe I will not 
ſir a ſtep, but content myſelf with making the 
Ducheſs miſerable three months next ſummer. But 
I keep ill company: I mean the Ducheſs and you, 
who are both out of favour; and ſo ] find am I, by 
a few verſes wherein Pope and you have your parts, 
You hear Dr. D-—y has got a wife with 1600“. 
a year; I, who am his governor, cannot take one 
under two thouſand ; I wiſh you would enquire of 
ſuch a one in your neighbourhood. See what it is 
to write godly books! 1 profeſs I envy you above 
all men in England; you want nothing but three 
thouſand pounds more to keep you in plenty when 
your friends grow weary of you. 'To prevent which 
laſt evil at Aimſbury, you muſt learn to domineer 
and be peeviſh, to find fault with their victuals 
and drink, to chide and direct the ſervants, with 
ſome other leſſons, which I ſhall teach you, and 
always practiſed myſelf with ſucceſs. I believe | 
formerly deſired to know whether the viear of Aimſ- 
bury can play at back-gammon ? pray aſk him the 
queſtion, and give him my ſervice. 


To the Ducheſ/+. 
Madam, 

was the moſt unwary creature in the world, 
when, againſt my old mavims, I writ firſt to you, 
upon your return to Tunbridge, ' I beg that this 
condeſcenſion of mine may go no farther, and that 
you will not pretend to make a precedent of it. 
never knew any man cured of any inattention, al- 
though the pretended cauſes were removed, When 
I was with Mr. Gay laſt in London, talking with 
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him on ſome poetical ſubjects, he would anſwer, 
« Well, I am determined not to accept the em- 
ployment of Gentlcman-uſher :” and of the ſame 
diſpoſition were all my poetical friends, and if you 
cannot cure him, I utterly deſpair As to your- 
ſelf, J will ſay to you, (though compariſons be o- 
dious) what | ſaid to the —, that your quality 
ſhould never. be any motive of eſteem to me: My 
compliment was then loſt, but it will not be ſo to 
you. For I know you more by any one of your let- 
ters than I could by ſix months converſing. Your 
pen is always more natural and ſincere and unaffect- 
ed than your tongue; in writing you are too lazy 
to give yourſelf the trouble of acting a part, and 
have indeed acted fo indiſcieetly that I have you at 
mercy ; and although you ſhould arrive to ſuch a 
height of immorality as to deny your hand, yet, 
whenever I produce it, the world will unite in ſwear- 
ing this muſt come from you only. 

I will anſwer your queſtion Mr. Gay is not diſ- 
creet enough to live alone, but he is too diſcreet to 
live alone ; and yet (unleſs you mend ham) he will 
hve alone even in your Grace's company. Your 
quarrelling with each other upon the ſubjeR of bread 
and butter, is the moſt uſual thing in the world ; 
Parliaments, Courts, Cities, and Kingdoms quar- 
rel for no other caufe ; from hence, and from hence 
only ariſe all the quarrels between Whig and Fo- 
ry; between thoſe who are in the Miniſtry, and 
thoſe who are out; between all pretenders to em- 
ployment in the Church, the Law, and the Army ; 
even the common proverb teaches you this, when we 
ſay, It is none of my bread and butter, meaning it 
is no buſineſs of mine. Therefore I deſpair of any 
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reconcilement between you till the affair of bread 
and butter be adjuſted, wherein I would gladly 
be a mediator. If Mahomet ſhould come to the 
Mountain, how happy would an excellent Lady be 
who lives a few miles from this town ? As I was tel- 
ling of Mr. Gay's way of living at Aimſbury, ſhe 
offered fifty guineas to have you both at her houſe 
for one hour over a bottle of Burgundy, which we 
were then drinking. To your queſtion J anſwer, 
that your Grace ſhould pull me by the ſleeve till you 
tore it off, and when you ſaid you were weary of 
me, I would pretend to be deaf, and think (accord- 
ing to another proverb) that you tore my cloaths to 
keep me from going, I never will believe one 
word you ſay of my Lord Duke, unleſs I fee three 
or four lines in his own hand at the bottom of yours, 
J have a concern in the whole family, and Mr. Gay 
muſt give me a particular account of every branch, 
for I am not aſhamed of you, tho” you be Duke 
and Ducheſs, tho* | have been of others who are, 
etc. and I do not doubt but even your own ſervants 
love you, even down to your poſtilions ; and when 
I come to Aimſbury, before 1 fee your Grace I will 
have an hour's converſation with the Vicar, who 
will tell me. how familiarly you'talk ro Goody Dob- 
ſon, and all the neighbours, as if you were their 
equal, and that you were godmother to' her fon 
Jacky. ; 

I am, and ſhall be ever, with the greateſt reſpect, 
your Grace's moſt obedient, etc. 
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LETTER IX. 


Dublin, Oct. 3, 1731. 

USUALLY write to friends after a pauſe of 

a few weeks, that I may not interrupt them in 
better company, better thoughts, and better diver- 
ions, I believe I have told you of a great man, 
who ſaid to me, that he never once in his life re- 
ceived a good letter from Ireland: for which there 
are reaſons enough without affronting our under- 
ſtandings. For there is not one perſon out of this 
country, who regards any events that paſs here, un- 
leſs he hath an eſtate or employment. ] cannot 
tell that you or I ever gave the leaſt provocati- 
on to the preſent Miniſtry, much leſs to the Court, 
and yet I am ten times more out of favour than you. 
For my own part, I do not ſee the politic of open- 
ing common letters, directed to perſons generally 
known ; for a man's underſtanding would be very 
weak to convey ſecrets by the poſt, if he knew any, 
which J declare 1 do not: and beſides I think the 
world 1s already ſo well informed by plain events, 
that I queition whether the Miniſters have any ſe- 
crets at all, Neither would I be under any appre- 
henſion if a letter ſhould be ſent me full of treaſon ; 
becauſe J cannot hinder people from writing what 
they pleaſe, nor ſending it to me; and although it 
ſhould be diſcovered to have been opened before it 
came to my hand, I would only burn it, and think 
no further. I approve of the ſcheme you have to 
grow ſomewhat richer, though, I agree, you will 
meet with diſcouragements ; and it is reaſonable you 
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time only employed and encouraged. For you muft 
allow that the bad painter was in the right, who 

having painted a cock, drove away all the cocks 
and hens, and even the chickens, for fear thoſe who 
Paſſed by his ſhop might make a compariſon with 
his work. And I will fay one thing in ſpite of the 
poſt-officers, that ſince Wit and Learning began to 
be made ule of in our Kingdoms, they were never 
profeſſedly thrown aſide, contemned, and puniſhed, 
till within your own memory; nor Dulneſs and lg- 
norance ever ſo openly encouraged and promoted, 
In anſwer to what you ſay of m living among you, 
if I could do it to my eaſe ; perhaps you have heard 
of a ſcheme for an exchange in Berkſhire propoſed 
by two of our friends : but beſides the difficulty of 
adjuſting certain circumſtances, it would not anſwer, 
I am at a time of life that ſeeks eaſe and indepen- 
dence ; you'll hear my reaſons when you ſee thoſe 
friends, and I concluded them with ſaying ; That 
J would rather be a freeman among flaves, than a 
ſlave among freemen. The dignity of my preſent 
ſtation damps che pertneſs of inferior puppies and 
fquires, which, without plenty and eaſe on your 
fide the channel, would break my heart in a 
month. 


Madam, N 

See what it is to live where do. | am uiterly ig. 
norant of that ſame Strado del Poe; and yet, if 
that author be againſt lending or giving money, [ 
cannot but think him a good Courtier; which, I am 
ſure your Grace is not, no not ſo much as to be a 
maid of honour. For | am certainly informed, that 
you are ncither a free-thinker, nor can ſell bar» 
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gains; that you can neither ſpell, nor talk, nor 
write, nor think like a Courtier ; that you pretend 
to be re ſpected for qualities which have been out of 
faſhion ever ſince you were almo? in your cradle; 
that your contempt for a fine petticoat is an inſalli- 
ble mark of diſafiection ; which is further confirm- 
ed by your ill taſte for Wit, in preferring two old 
faſhioned poets before Duck or Cibber. Beſides, 
you ſpell in ſuch a manner as no Court-lady can 
read, and write in ſuch an old faſhioned ſtyle, as 
none of them can underſtand. —You need not be in 
pain about Mr. Gay's ſtock of health. I promiſe 
you he will ſpend it all upon lazineſs, and run deep 
in debt by a winter's repoſe in town ; therefore I 
entreat your Grace w1ll order him to move his chops 
leſs and his legs more the ſix cold months, elſe he 
will ſpend all his money in phyſic and coach-hire. 
am in much perplexity about your Grace's decla- 
tation, of the manner in which you diſpoſe what 
you call your love and reſpect, which you ſay are 
not paid to Merit but to your own Humour. Now, 
Madam, my misfortune is, that | have nothing to 
plead but abundance of Merit, and there goes an 
ugly obſervation, that the Humour of ladies 1s apt 
to change. Now, Madam, if | ſhould go to Aimſ- 
bury, with a great load of merit, and your,Grace 
happen to be out of humour, and will not purchaſe 
my Merchandize at the price of your reſpect, the 
goods may be damaged, and nobody elfe will take 
them off my hands. Beſides, you have declared 
Mr. Gay to hold the firſt part, and I but the ſe- 
cond ; which is hard treatment, ſince I ſhall be 
the neweſt acquaintance by ſome years; and I will 
appeal to all the reſt of your ſex, whether ſuch an 
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innovation ought to be allowed ? I ſhpuld be ready 
to ſay in the common forms, that I was much oblig- 
ed to the Lady who wiſh'd ſhe could give me tie 
beſt living, etc. if I did not vehemently ſuſpect it 
was the very ſame Lady who ſpoke many things to 
me in the ſame ſtyle, and alſo with regard to the 
gentleman at your elbow when you writ, whofe * 
Dupe he was, as well as of her waiting woman ; 
but they were both arrant knaves, as I told him and 
a third friend, though they will not believe it to this 
day. I deſire to preſent my moſt humble reſpe&s to 
my Lord Duke, and with my heartieſt prayer for 
the proſperity of the whole family, remain your 
Grace's, etc. | 


LET TER LA. 
TO MR. POPE. 


Dublin, June 12, 1731. 

DOUBT, habit hath little power to recon- 
cile us with ſickneſs attended by pain. With 
me, the lowneſs of ſpirits hath a moſt unhappy ef- 
fect; I am grown leſs patient with ſolitude, and 
harder to be pleas'd with company ; which I could 
former)y better digeſt, when I could be eafier with- 
out it than at preſent. As to ſending you any thing 
that [ have written ſince I left you (either verſe or 
proſe) I can only ſay, that I have ordered by my 
Will, chat all my Papers of any kind ſhall be de- 
liver'd you to diſpoſe of as you pleaſe. I have ſeve · 
ral things that | have had ſchemes to finiſh, or to 
attempt, but I very fooliſhly put off the trouble, 
as finners do their repentance: For I grow every ' 
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day more averſe from writing, which 1s very natu- 
ral, and, when I take a pen, ſay to myſelf a thou- 
{and times, non eff tanti. As to thoſe papers of four 
or five years paſt, that you are pleas'd to require 
ſoon ; they conſiſt of little accidental things writ- | 
ten in the country; family amuſements, never in- 

tended further than to divert ourſelves and ſome 
neighbours: or ſome effects of anger on public griev- 
ances here, which would be inſigniſicant out of this 
kingdom. Two or three of us had a fancy, three 
years ago, to write a weekly paper, and called it 
an Intelligencer. But it continued not long; for 
the whole volume (it was reprinted in London, ad 
I find you have ſeen 1t) was the work only of two, 
myſelf and Dr. Sheridan. - If we could have got 
ſome ingenious young man to have been the mana- 
ger, who ſhould have publiſhed all that might be 
ſent to him, it might have continued longer, for 
there were hints enough. But the printer here could 
not afford ſuch a young man one farthing for his 
trouble, the ſale being ſo fmall, and the price one 
halfpenny ; and fo it dropt. In the Volume you 
ſaw (to anſwer your queſtions) the t, 3, 5, 7, 
were mine. Of the 8th I wnt only the Verſes, 
(very uncorre&, but againſt a fellow we all hated) 
the gth mine, the i oth only the Verſes, and of thoſe 
not the four laſt flovenly lines; the 15th is a pam- 
phlet of mine printed before with Dr. Sh 
preface, merely for lazineſs, not to diſappoĩnt the 
town; and ſo was the 19th, which contains only a 
parcel of facts relating purely to the miſeries of lre- 
land, and wholly uſeleſs and unentertaining. As 
to other things of mine fince I left you; there are 
in proſe a view of the State of [reland "a project 
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for eating Children; and a Defence of Lord Car. 
teret; in verſe a Libel on Dr. D=— and Lord Car- 
teret ; a Letter to Dr. D on the Libels writ a- 
gainſt him; the Barrack (a ſtolen Copy ;) the La- 
dy's Journal; the Lady's Dreſſing-room (a ſtolen 
Copy ;) the Plea of the Damned (a ſtolen Copy ;) 
all theſe have been printed in London. ( forgot 
to tell you that che Tale of Sir Ralph was ſent from 
England.) Beſides theſe there are five or fix (per- 
haps more) Papers of Verſes writ in the North, 
but perfect Family-things, two or three of which 
may be tolerable ; the reſt but indifferent, and the 
humour only local, and ſome that would give of- 
fence to the times. Such as they are, I will bring 
them, tolerable or bad, if I recover this lameneſs, 
and live long enough to ſee you either here or there. 
I forget again to tell you, that the ſcheme of pay- 
ing Debts by a Tax on Vices, is not one ſyllable 
mine, but of a young Clergyman, whom | counte- 
nance ; he told me it was built upon a paſſage in 
Gulliver, where a Projector hath ſomething upon 
the ſame thought. This young Man is the moſt 
hopeful we have; a book of his Poems was printed 
in London ; Dr. D is one of his Patrons : he is 
married and has children, and makes up about 1000. 
a year, on which he lives. decently, - The utmoſt 
ſtretch of his ambition is, to gather up as much ſu- 
perfluous money as will give him a ſight of you, and 
half an hour of your preſence; after which he will 
return home in full ſatisfaction, and in proper time 

die in peace. f | 
My poetical fountain is drained, and I profeſs, | 

row gradually ſo dry, that a Rhime with me is al- 
moſt as hard to find as a Guinea; and even proſe 
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ſpeculations tire me almoſt as much. Yet I have a 
thing in proſe, begun above twenty-eight years ago, 
and almoſt finiſhed. It will make a four ſhilling Vo- 
lume, and is ſuch a perfection of folly, that you 
ſhall never hear of it till it is printed, and then you 
ſhall be left to gueſs *. Nay I have another of the 
ſame age, which will require a long time to per- 
fect, and is worſe than the former, in which I will 
ſerve you the ſame way. I heard lately from Mr. 
—— who promiſes to be leſs lazy in order to mend 
his fortune. But women who live by their beauty, 
and men by their wit, are ſeldom provident enough 
to conſider that both Wit and Beauty will go off 
with years, and there is no living upon the credit 
of what is paſt. |; 

am in great concern to hear of my Lady Boling- 
broke's ill health returned upon her, and, I doubt, 
my Lord will find Dawley too ſolitary without her. 
In that, neither he nor you are companions young 
enough for me, and, I believe, the beſt part of the 
reaſon why men are ſaid to grow children when they 
are old, is becauſe they cannot entertain themſelves 
with thinking ; which is the very caſe of little boys 
and girls, who love to be noiſy among their play- 
fellows. I am told Mrs. Pope is without pain, 'and 
| have not heard of a more gentle decay, without 
vneafineſs to herſelf and friends; yet I cannot but 
pity you, who are ten times the greater ſu..erer, by 
| having the perſon you moſt love, ſo long before you, 
and dying daily; and I pray God it may not affect 
your mind or your health. 


* Polite Converſation. 
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LETTER LXII. 
* MR. POPE TO DR. SWIFT. 


Dec. 5, 1732. 
T is not a time to complain that you have not an- 
1 ſwered me two letters (in the laſt of which I was 
impatient under ſome fears :) It is not now indeed a 
time to think of myſelf, when one of the neareſt 
and longeſt ties I have ever had, is broken all on a 
ſudden, by the unexpected death of poor Mr. Gay. 
An inflammatory fever hurried him out of this life 
in three days. He died laſt night at nine o'clock, 
not deprived of his ſenſes entirely at laſt, and poſ- 
ſeſſing them perfectly till within five hours. He 
aſked of you a few hours before, when in acute tor- 
ment by the inflammation in his bowels and breaſſ. 
His effects are in the Duke of Queenſbury's cuſtody. 
His ſiſters, we ſuppoſe will be his heirs, who are 
two widows ; as yet it is not known whether or no 
he left a will- Good God ! how often are we to die 
before we go quite off this tage ? In every friend 
we loſe a part of ourſelves, and the beſt part. God 
xeep thoſe we have left ! few are worth praying for, 
and one's ſelf the leaſt of all. 5 
I ſhall never ſee you now, I believe; one of your 
principal calls to England is at an end. Indeed he 
was the moſt amiable by far, his qualities were the 
gentleſt; but 1 love you as well and as firmly. 
Would to God the Man we have loſt had not been 


* © On my dear friend Mr. Gay's dea hi Received Decem- 
© ber 15; but nut read 'ti't the'2oth, by an Impulſe, forebod- 
ing ſome Misfortune.” [This note is ingorſed on the origi- 
nal letter in Dr. Swiſt's hand.] P. 
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ſo amiable, nor ſo good! but that a wiſh for our 
owa ſakes, not for his. Sure if innocence and in- 
tegrity can deſerve Happineſs, it muſt be his. 
Adieu, I can add nothing to what you will feel, 
and diminiſh nothing from it. Vet write to ma, 
and ſoon, Believe no man now living loves you 
better, I believe no man ever did, than 


A. POP E. 


Dr. Arbuthnot, Whoſe humanity you know, hear- 
tily commends himſelf to you. All poſſible dili- 
gence and aſſection has been ſhown, and continued 
attendance on this melancholy occaſion. Once 


more adieu, and write to one who i is OP diſcon- 
ſolate. 


Dear Sir, | 
I am ſorry that the renewal — our eps tn 
ſhould be upon ſuch a melancholy cccafion. Poor 
Mr. Gay died of an inflammation, and, I believe, 
at laſt a mortification of the bowels; it was the moſt 
precipitate caſe l ever knew, having cut him off in 
three days. He was attended by two Phyſicians 
befides myſelf. I believed the diſtemper mortal 
from the beginning. I have not had the pleaſure 
of a line from you theſe two years; I wrote one u- 
bout your health, to which I had no anſwer. . I 
wiſh you all health and — being one Jn 
affection and * d Bagg 


* Hand ! — etc; 
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LETTER LXIII. 


Dublin, 17 32-3. 

RECEIVED yours with a few lines from 
the Doctor, and the account of our loſing Mr. 
Gay, upon which event I ſhall ſay nothing. I am 
only concerned that long living hath not hardened 
me: for even in this kingdomm, and in a few days 
paſt, two perſons of great merit, whom I loved ve- 
ry well, have died in the prime of their years, but 
a little above thirty. I would endeavour to com- 
fort myſelf upon the loſs of friends, as I do upon 
the loſs of money ; by turning to my account-book, 
and ſeeing whether I have enough left for my ſup- 
port; but in the former caſe I find I have not, any 
more than in the other; and I know not any man 
who is in a greater likelihood than myſelf to die 
poor and friendleſs. You are a much greater loſer 
than me by his death, as being a more intimate 
friend, and often his companion; which latter ! 
could never hope to be, except perhaps once more 
in my life for a piece of a ſummer. I hope he hath 
left you the cares of any writing he may have left, 
and I wiſh, that, with thoſe already extant, they 
could be all publiſhed in a fair edition under your 
 InſpeRtion. Your Poem on the Uſe of Riches hath 
been juſt printed bere, and we have no objection 
but the obſcurity of ſeveral. paſſages by our ignorance 
in facts and perſons, which makes us loſe abun- 
dance of the. Satire. Had the printer given me no- 
tice, I would honeſtly have printed the names at 
length, where I happened to know them ; and writ 
explanatory notes, which however would have been 
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but few, for my long abſence hath made me igno- 
rant of what paſſes out of the ſcene where Iam. I 
never had the leaſt hint from you about this work, 
any more than of your former, upon Taſte. We 
are told here, that you are preparing other pieces - 
of the ſame bulk to be inſcribed to other friends, 
one (for inſtance) to my Lord Bolingbroke, another 
to Lord Oxford, and ſo on Doctor Delany prefents 
you his moſt humble ſervice : he behaves himſelf ve- 
ry commendably, converſes only with his former 
friends, makes no parade, but entertains them con- 
ſtantly at an elegant plentiful table, walks the 
ſtreets, as uſual, by day-light, does many acts of 
charity and generoſity, cultivates a country-houfe 
two miles diſtant, and is one of thoſe very few with- 
in my knowledge, on whom a great acceſs of for- 
tune hath made no manner of change. And parti- 
cularly he is often without money, as he was be. 
fore, We have got my Lord Orrery among us, be- 
ing forced to continue here on the ill condition of 
his eſtate by the knavery of an Agent; he is a moſt 
worthy Gentleman, whom, I hope, you will be 
acquainted with, I am very much obliged by your 
favour to Mr. P—, which, I deſire, may continue 
no longer than he ſhall deſerve by his Modeſty, a 
virtue I never knew him to want, but is hard for 
young men to keep, .without abundance of ballaſt. 
If you are acquainted with the Ducheſs of Queenſ- 
bury, Idefire you will preſent her my moſt humble 
ſervice : I think ſhe is a greater loſer by the death 
of a friend than either of us. She ſeems a Lady of 
excellent ſenſe and fpirit. I had often Poſtſcripts 
fram her in our friends letters to me, and her part 
O 2 
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was ſometimes longer than his, and they ma le up 
great part of the little happineſs I could have here, 
This was the more generous, becauſe I never ſaw 
her fince ſhe was a girl of five years old, nor did I 
envy poor Mr. Gay for any thing ſo much as being 
a domeſtic friend to ſuch a Lady. I deſire you will 
never fail to fend me a particular account of your 
health, I dare hardly enquire about Mrs. Pope, 
who, I am told, 1s but juſt among the living, and 
conſequently a continual grief to you: ſhe is ſenſi- 
ble of your tenderneſs, which robs her of the only 
happineſs ſhe is capable of enjoying. And yet! 
pity you more than her; you cannot lengthen her 
days, and I beg ſhe may not ſhorten yours. 


retro 
— 


LETTER LXIV. 


Feb. 16, 17 32-3. 


T T is indeed impoſſible to ſpeak on ſuch a ſubject 
as the loſs of Mr. Gay, to me an irreparable 
one. But I ſend you what I intend for the inſerip- 
tion on his tomb, which the Duke of Queenſbury 
will ſet up at Weſtminſter, As to his writings, he 
left no will; nor ſpoke a word of them, nor any 
thing elſe, during his ſhort and precipitate illneſs, 
in which I attended him to his laſt breath. The 
Duke has ated more than the part of a brother to 
| him, and it will be ſtrange if the ſiſters do not leave 

his papers totally to his diſpoſal, who will do the 
ſame that I would with them. He has managed 
the Comedy (which our poor friend gave to the play- 
houſe the week before his death) to the utmoſt ad- 
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vantage for his relations; and propoſes to do the 
ſame with ſome fables he left finiſhed. 

here is nothing of late which I think of more 
than Mortality, and what you mention, of colle&- 
ing the beſt monuments we can of our friends, their 
own images in their writings : (for thoſe are the beſt, 
when their minds are ſuch as Mr. Gay's was, and 
as yours 1s.) I am preparing alſo for my own, and 
have nothing ſo much at heart, as to ſhew the filly 
world that men of Wit, or even Poets, may be the 
moſt moral of mankind. A few looſe things ſome- 
times fall from them, by which cenſorious fools 
judge as ill of them as poſſibly they can, for their 
own comfort: and indeed, when ſuch unguarded 
and trifling Jeux d*-E/prit have once got abroad, all 
that prudence or repen ance can do, ſince they can- 
not be denied, 1s to pat them fairly upon that foot, 
and teach the public (as we have done in the pre- 
tace to the four volumes of Miſcellanies) to diſ- 
tinguiſh betwixt our ſtudies and our idleneſſes, our 
works and our weakneſſes. That was the whole end 
of the laſt volume of Miſcellanies, without which 
our former declaration in that preface, That 
e theſe volumes contained all that we have ever of- 
„ fended in that way,” would have been diſcredit- 
ed, It went indeed to my heart, to omit what you 
called the Libel- on Dr. D , and the beſt Pane- 
gyric on myſelf, that either my own times or any 
other could have afforded, or will ever afford to 
me. 'The book, as you obſerve, was printed in 
great haſte ; the cauſe whereof was, that the book- 
ſellers here were doing the ſame, in collecting your 
pieces the corn with the chaf, I don't mean that any 

O 3 
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thing of yours is chaff, but with other wit of Ire- 
land which was ſo, and the whole in your name. f 
meant principally to oblige them to ſeparate what 
you writ ſeriouſly from what you writ careleſsly ; 
and thought my own weeds might paſs for a ſort of 
wild flowers, when bundled up with them. 

It was I that ſent you thoſe books into Ireland, 
and ſo I did my Epiitle to Lord Bathurſt even be- 
fore it was publiſhed, and another thing of mine, 
which is a * Parody from Horace, writ in two morn- 
ings. I never took more care in my life of any 
thing than of the former of theſe, nor leſs than of 
che latter: yet every. friend has forced me to print 
it, tho' in truth my own ſingle motive was about 
twenty liges toward the latter end, which you will 
find out. 

have declined opening to you by letters the 
whele ſcheme of my preſent Work, expecting ſtill 
to do it in a better manner in perſon: but you will 
ſee pretty ſoon, that the letter to Lord Bathurſt is a 
part of it, and you will find a plain connexion be- 
tween them, if you read them in the order juſt con- 
trary to that they were publiſhed in. I imitate thoſe 
cunning tradeſmen, who ſhew their beſt ſilks laſt ; 
or, (to give you a truer idea, tho' it ſounds too 
proudly) my works will in one reſpect be like the 
Works of Nature, much more to be liked and un- 
derſtood when conſidered in the relation they bear 
with each other, than when ignorantly looked up- 
on one by one; and often, thoſe parts which attract 


* Sat. i. Lib. ii. 
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moſt at firſt fight, will appear to be not the moſt, 
but the leaſt conſiderable +. 

I am pleas'd and flatter'd by your expreſſion of 
Orna me. The chief pleaſure this work can give 
me is that I can in it, with propriety, decency, and 
juſtice, inſert the name and character of every 
friend I have, and every man that deſerves to be 
loved or adorned, But I ſmile at your applying 
that phraſe to my viſiting you in Ireland; a place 
where I might have ſome apprehenſion (from their 
extraordinary paſſion for poetry, and their bound- 
leſs hoſpitality) of being adorned to death, and bu- 
ried under the weight of garlands, like one I have 
read of ſomewhere or other. My mother lives 
(which is an anſwer to that point) and, I thank 
God, tho' her memory be in a manner gone, is yet 
awake and ſenſible to me, tho? ſcarce to any thing 
elſe ; which doubles the reaſon of my attendance, 
arid at the fame time ſweetens it. I wiſh (beyond 
any other wiſh) you could paſs a ſummer here; I 
might (too probably) return with you, unleſs you 
preferred to ſee France firſt, to which country, I 
think you would have a ſtrong invitation. Lord 
Peterborow has narrowly eſcaped death, and yet 
keeps his chamber : he is perpetually ſpeaking in 
the moſt affectionate manner of you: he has writ- 
ten you two letters, which you never received, and 
by that has been diſcouraged from writing more. I 
can well believe the poſt-ofice may do this, when 
ſome letters of his to me have met the ſame fate, 
and two of mine to him, Yet let not this diſcourage 


T See the firſt note on the Epiſtle to Lord Cobham, Of the 
Knowledge and Characters of Men, 
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you from writing to me, or to him incloſed in the 
common way, as Ido to you: Innocent men need 
fear no detection of their thoughts; and for my part, 
I would give them free leave to ſend all I writ 
to Curl, if moſt of what I write was not too 
filly. ; 

I deſire my ſincere ſervices to Dr. Delany, who, 
] agree with you, is a man every way eſteemable : 
my Lord Orrery is a moſt virtuous and good-na- 
tured Nobleman, whom I ſhould be happy to 
know. Lord B. received: your letter through my 
hands; it is not to be told you how much he 
wiſhes for you: The whole liſt of perſons to whom 
you ſent your ſervices, return you theirs, with 
proper. ſenſe of the diſtinction. Your Lady 
Friend is Semper Eadem, and I have written an E- 
piſtle to her on that qualification in a female cha- 
racer ; which is thought by my chief Critic in your 
abſence to be my Chi Oeuvre but it cannot 
be printed perfectly, in an age ſo ſore of Satire, 
and ſo willing to miſapply characters. 

As to my own health it is as good as uſual, I 
have lain ill ſeven days of a ſlight fever (the com- 
plaint here) but recovered by gentle fweats, and 
the care of Dr. Arbuthnot. The play Mr. Gay left 
ſucceeds very well ; it is another original in its 
kind. Adieu. God preſerve your life, your 
health, your limbs, your ſpirits, and your friend- 
. dips! 
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LETTER LXV. 


April 2, 1733. 
O U ſay truly, that death is only terrible to us 
as it ſeparates us from thoſe we love, but I 
really think thoſe have the worſt of it who are left 
by us, if we are true friends. I have felt more (1 
fancy) in the loſs of Mr. Gay, than I ſhall ſuffer 
in the thought of going away myſelf into a ſtate that 
can feel none of this ſort of loſſes. I wiſhed vehe- 
mently to have ſeen him in a condition of living 
independent, and to have lived in perfect indo- 
lence the reſt, of our days together, the two moſt 
idle, moſt innocent, undeſigning Poets of bur age. 
I now as vehemently wiſh you and I might walk 
into the grave together, by as flow ſteps as you 
pleaſe, but contentedly and chearfully : Whether 
that ever can be, or in what country, I know no 
more, .than into what country we ſhall walk out of 
the grave. But it ſuffices me to know it will be 
exactly what region or ſtate our Maker appoints, 
and that whatever 1s, is Right, Our poor friend's 
papers are partly in my hands, and for as much as 
is ſo, I will take care to ſuppreſs things unworthy 
of him. As to the Epitaph, I am ſorry you gave 
a copy, for it will certainly by that means come 
into print, and I would correct it more, unleſs 
you will do it for me (and that I ſhall like as well:) 
Upon the whole, I earneſtly wiſh your coming over 
hither, for this reaſon among many others, that 
your influence may be joined with mine to ſup- 
preſs whatever we may judge proper of his papers. 
To be * in my Neighbour's and my Papers, 
0 5 


298 LETTERS TO AND 
will be your inevitable fate as ſoon as you come: 
That TI am an author whoſe characters are thought 
of ſome weight, appears from the great noiſe and 
buſtle that the Court and Town make about any | 
ire: and I will not render them leſs important, 
ar, leſs intereſting, by ſparing Vice and: Folly, or 
by betraying the cauſe of Truth and Virtue. I 
will take care they ſhall be ſuch, as no man can 
be angry at but the perſons I would have angry. 
You are ſenſible with what decency and juſtice I 
paid homage to the Royal Family, at the ſame 
time that I ſatirized falſe Courtiers, and Spies, 
etc. about em. have not the courage however 
to be ſuch a Satiriſt as you, but I would be as 
much, or more, a Philoſopher, You call your ſa- 
tires, Libels ; I would rather call my ſatires, Epiſ- 
tles: 1 They will conſiſt more of Morality than of 
Wit, and grow graver, which you will call dul- 
ler. I ſhall leave it to my antagoniſts to be witty 
(if they can) and content myſelf to be uſeful, and 
in the right. Tell me your opinion as to Lady 
s or Lord *'s performance ? they are certainly 
the Top-wits of the Court, and you may judge 
by that ſingle piece what can be done againſt me; 
for it was. laboured, corrected, prae-commended 
and poſt-diſapproved, ſo far as to be diſowned by 
themſelves, after each had highly cryed it, up for 
the other's +. I have met with complaints, and 
heard at a diſtance of ſome threats, occaſioned by 
my verſes: 1 ſeat fair meſlages to acquaint them 
"ER was to be found in town, and to offer to 
call at their houſes to ſatisfy them, and fo it drop- 
ped. It is very poor in any one to rail and threat- 


+ See the I piſtle written on this occaſ:on, p. 218, 
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en at a diſtance, and have nothing to ſay to you 
when they ſee you, —lI am glad you perſiſt and abide 
by ſo good a thing as that Poem t, in which I am 
immmortal for my Morality: I never took any 
praiſe ſo kindly, and yet, I think, I deſerve that 
praiſe better than I do any other. When does your 
collection come out, and what will it conſiſt of? I 
have but laſt week finiſhed another of my Epiſtles, 
in the order of the ſyitegz ; and this week (exerci- 
tandi gratia) J have tranſlated (or rather parodyed) 
another of Horace's, in which I introduce you ad- 
viſing me about my expences, houſekeeping, etc, 
But theſe things ſhall lie by, till you come to carp 
at them, and alter rhymes, and grammar, and 
triplets, and cacophonies of all kinds. Our Par- 
liament will fit till Midſummer, which, I hope, 
may be a motive to bring you rather in ſummer 
than ſo late as autumn: you uſed to love what l 
hate, a hurry of politics, etc. Courts 1 ſee not, 
Courtiers I know not, Kings I adore not, Queens 
I compliment not; ſo I am never like to be in 
faſhion, nor in dependence. I heartily join with 
you in pitying our poor lady for her unhappineſs, 
and ſhould only pity her more if ſhe had more of 
what they at court call happineſs, Come then, 
and pethaps we may go all together. into, France at 
the end of the ſeaſon, and compare the liberties of 
both kingdoms. Adieu. Believe me, dear Sir, 
(with a thouſand warm wiſhes, mixed with ſhort 
hghs) ever yours. 
1 The ironicat kbet on Dr. Delany, + 
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LETTER LXVI. 


TO MR. POPE. 


WET Dublin, May 1, 1733. 

ANSWER your Letter the ſooner becauſe | 
have a particular reaſon for doing ſo. Some 
weeks ago came over a poem called, The Life and 
Character of Dr. S. writtth by himſelf. It was re- 
printed here, and is dedicated to you. It is 
grounded upon a Maxim in Rochefoucault, and 


the dedication, after a formal ſtory, ſays, that 


my mannner of writing is to be found in every 
line. I believe I have told yon, that I writ a year 
or two ago near five hundred lines upon the fame 
Maxim in Rochefoucault, and was a long time 
about it, as that Impoſtor ſays in his Dedication, 
with many circumſtances, ' all pure invention. | 
deſire you to believe, and to tell my friends, that 
in this ſpurious piece there is not a ſingle line, or 
bit of a line, or thought, any way reſembling the 
genuine Copy, any more than it does Virgil's 
Eneis; for I never gave a Copy of mine, nor 
lent it out of my ſight. And although 1 ſhewed it 
to all common acquaintance indifferently, and 
ſome of them (eſpecially one or two females) had 

many lines by heart, here and the e, and re- 
peated them often; yet it happens that not one ſin- 
gle line, or thought, is contained in this Impoſ- 
ture, although it appears that they who counter- 
feited me, had heard of the true one. But even 
this trick ſhall not provoke me to print the true 
one, which indeed is not proper to be ſeen, till I 
can be ſeen no more: I therefore deſire you will 


* 
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undeceive my friends, and I will order an Adver- 
tiſement to be printed here, and tranſmit it to Eng- 
land, that every body may know the deluſion, and 
acquit me, as I am ſure you muſt have done your- 
ſelf, if you have read any part of it, which 1s 
mean, and trivial, and full of that Cant that I 
moſt deſpiſe: I would ſink to be a Vicar in Norfolk 
rather than be charged with ſuch a performance. 
Now I come to your letter. 

When I was of your age, | thought every day of 
death, but now every minute; and a continual 
giddy diſorder more or leſs is a greater addition 
than that of my years. I cannot atiirm that I pity 
our friend Gay, but I pity his friends, pity you, 
and would at leaſt equally pity myſelf, if 1 lived 
amongſt you; becauſe I ſhould have ſeen him oft- 
ner than you did, who are a kind of Hermit, how 


great a noiſe ſoever you make by your IIl- nature 


in not letting the honeſt Villains of the times. en- 
joy themſelves in this world, which is their only 
happineſs ; and terrifying them with another. } 
ſhould have added in my libel, that of all men liv- 
ing you are the moſt happy in your enemies and 
your Friends: and I will ſwear you have fifty 
times more Charity for mankind than I could ever 
pretend to. Whether the production you mention 
came from the Lady or the Lord, I did not ima- 
gine that they were at leaſt ſo bad verſifiers, 
Therefore, facit indignatio verſus, is only to be ap- 
plied when the indignation is againſt general Vil- 
lainy, and never operates when ſome ſort of peo- 
ple write to defend themſelves. 1 love to hear 
them reproach you for dulneſs; only I would be 


fatisfied,” fince you are ſo dull, why are they fa 
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angry ? Give me a ſhilling,. and I will enſure you 
that poſterity ſhall never know you had one ſingle 
enemy, excepting thoſe whoſe. memory you have 
preſerved. 

[ am ſorry for the ſituation of Mr. Gay's papers. 
You do not exert yourſelf as much as I could wiſh 
in this affair. I had rather the two ſiſters were 

| hanged than ſee his works ſwelled, by any loſs of 
credit to his memory. I would be glad to ſee the 
moſt valuable printed by themſelves, thoſe which 
| ought not to be ſeen burned immediately, and the 
others that have gone abroad printed ſeparately like 
opuſcula, or rather be ſtifled and forgotten. ] 
thought your Epitaph was immediately to be en- 
graved, and therefore ] made leſs ſeruple to give a 
copy to Lord Orrery, who earneſtly deſired it, but 
to no body elſe; and, he tells me, he gave only 
two, which he will recall. I have a ſhort Epigram 
of his upon it, wherein I would correct a line or 
two at moſt, and then I will ſend it you (with his 
permiſſion.) | I have nothing againſt yours, but the 
laſt line; Striking their achirg ; the two participles, 
as they are ſo near, ſeem to ſound too like. I 
ſhall write to the Ducheſs, who hath lately ho- 
noured me with a very friendly letter, and I will 
tell her my opinion freely about our friend's pa- 
pers. I want health, and my affairs are enlarged: 
but I will break through the latter, if the other 
mends. I I can uſe a courſe of medicines, lame and 
giddy. My chief deſign, next to ſeeing you, is to 
be a ſevere Critic on you and your neighbour; but 
firſt kill his ſather, that he may be able to main+ 
tain me in my own way of Hving, and parti culat- 
ly my horfes: It cot me near 600 J. for a wall te 
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keep mine, and I never ride without two ſervants: 
for fear of accidents ; hie vivimus ambitio/a pauper- 


tate. You are both too poor for my acquaintance,. 


but he much the poorer. With you I will find 
graſs, and wine, and ſervants, but with him not. 


— The Collection you ſpeak of is this. A Printer 


came to me to deſire he might print my works (as 
he called them) in four volumes, by ſubſcription. 
I faid I would- give no leave, and ſhould be ſorry: 
to ſee them printed here. He ſaid they could not 
be printed in London. I anſwered they could, if 


the Partners agreed. He ſaid he «© would be glad 


« of my permiſſion, but as he could print them 
« without it, and was adviſed that it could do me 


* no harm, and having been aliured of numerous 


« ſubſcriptions, he hoped I would not be angry 
« at his purſuing his own intereſt,” etc. Much 
of this diſcourſe paſt, and he goes on with the mat- 


ter, wherein I-determine not to intermeddle, tho? 


it be much to my diſcontent; and I wiſh it could 
be done in England, rather than here, although 
am grown pretty indifferent in every thing of that 
kind. This is the truth of the ſtory. 

My Vanity turns at preſent on being perſonated 
in your Quae Virtus, etc. You will obſerve in this 
letter many marks of an ill head and a low ſpirit ; 
but a heart wholly turned to love you with the 
greateſt Earneſtneſs and Truth. 


— — — 
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LETTER LXVII. 


| May 28, 1733. 
I| HAVE begun two or three letters to you by 

matches, and been prevented from finiſhing 
them by a thouſand avccations and diſſipations. I 
muſt firſt acknowledge the honour done me by 
Lord Orrery, whoſe praiſes are that precious oint- 
ment Solomon ſpeaks of, which can be given only 
by men of Virtue : all other praiſe, whether from 
Poets or Peers, 1s contemptible alike: and I am 
old enough and experienced enough to know, 
that the only praiſes worth having, are thoſe be- 
ſtowed by Virtue for Virtue, My Poetry | aban- 
don to the critics, my Morals I commit to the teſ- 
timony of thoſe who know me; and therefore I 
was more pleaſed with your Libel, than with any 
Verſes I ever received. I wiſh ſuch a collection of 
your writings could be printed here, as you men- 
tion going on in Ireland. I was ſurprized to re- 
ceive from the Printer that ſpurious piece, called, 
The Life and Character of Dr. Swift, with a letter 
telling me the perſon, ** who publiſhed it, had 
« affured him the Dedication to me was what J 
4% would not take ill, or elſe he would not have 
« printed it.” I can't tell who the man is, who took 
ſo far upon him as to anſwer for my way of think- 
ing ; though had the thing been genuine, I ſhould 
have been greatly diſpleaſed at the publiſher's part 


in doing it without your knowledge. 


I am as earneſt as you can be, in doing my beſt 
to prevent the publiſhing of any thing unworthy 
of Mr. Gay; but I fear his friends partiality. I with 
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you would come over. All the myſteries of my 
philoſophical work ſhall then be cleared to you, . 
and you will not think that I am not merry enough, 
nor angry enough: It will not want for Satire, 
but as ſor anger I know it not; or at leaſt only 
that ſort of which the Apoſtle ſpeaks, ** Be ye an- 

« pry and fin not.” 

My neighboar's writings have been metaphy- 
fical, and will next be hiſtorical. It is certainly 
from him only that a valuable Hiſtory of Europe 
in theſe latter times can be expected. Come, and 
quicken him ; for age, indolence, and contempt 
of the world, grow apon men apace, and may of- 
ten make the wiſeſt indifferent whether poſterity be 
any wiſer than we, To a man in years, Health 
and Quiet become ſuch rarities, and confequently 
ſo valuable, that he is apt to think of nothing 
more than of enjoying them whenever he can, for 
the remainder of life; and this, I doubt not, has 
cauſed ſo many great men to die without leaving a 
ſcrap to Poſterity. 

I am ſincerely troubled for the bad account you 
give me of your own health. I wiſh every day to 
hear a better, as much as I do to enjoy my own, I 
faithfully aſſure you. 


— 


LETTER LXVII. 


FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Dublin, July 8, 1733- 

MUST condole with you for the loſs of Mrs. 
Pope, of whoſe death the papers have been full. 
But I would rather rejoice with you, becauſe, 
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if any circumſtances can make the death of a 
dear Parent and Friend a ſubject for Joy, you 
have them all. She died in an extreme old age, 
without pain, under the care of the moſt dutiful 
Son that I have ever known or heard of, which 
is a felicity not happening to one in. a milli- 
on. The worſt effect of her death falls upon. me, 
and ſo much the worſe, becauſe I expected aliguis 
damno uſus in illo, that it would be followed by 
making me and this kingdom happy with your 
preſence. But I am told, to my great misfortune, 
that a very convenient offer happening, you waved 
the invitation preſſed. on you, alledging the fear 
you had of being killed here with eating and 
drinking. By which I find that you have given 
ſome credit to a notion, of our great plenty and 
hoſpitality. It is true, our meat and wine is 
cheaper here, as it is always in the pooreſt coun- 
tries, becauſe there is no money to pay for them: 
I believe there are not in this whole city three Gen- 
tlemen out of Employment, who are able to give 
entertainments once a. month. Thoſe who are in 
employments of church or ſtate, are three parts in 
four from England, and amount to little more than 
a dozen: Thoſe indeed may once or twice invite 
their friends, or any perſon of diſtinction that 
makes a voyage hither. All my acquaintance tell 
me, they know not above three families where 
they can occaſionally dine in a whole year : Dr. 
Delany is the only gentleman I know, who keeps 
one certain. day in. the week to entertain ſeven or 
eight friends at dinner, and to paſs the evening, 
where there is nothing of exceſs, either in eating 
or drinking. Our old. friend Southern. (who hath 


FROM DR. SWIFT, ete. 307 


juſt left us) was invited to dinner once or twice by 
a judge, a biſhop, or a commiſſioner of the reve- 
nues, but moſt frequented a few particular friends, 
and chiefly the Doctor, who is eaſy in his fortune, 
and very hoſpitable. The conveniencies of taking 
the air, winter or ſummer, do far exceed thoſe in 
London, For the two large ſtrands juſt at the two 
ends of the town are as firm and dry in winter as 

in ſummer. There are at leaſt fix or eight gentle- 
men of ſenſe, learning, good humour and taſte, 
able and defirous to pleaſe you ; and orderly fe- 
males, ſome of the better ſort, to take care of you. 
Theſe were the motives that I have frequently made 
uſe of to entice you hither. And there would be 
no failure among the beſt people here, of any ho- 
nours that could be done you. As to myſelf, I 
declare, my health 1s ſo uncertain that I dare not 
venture amongſt jou at preſent. I hate the 
thoughts of London, where I am not rich enough 
to live otherwiſe than by ſhifting, which is now 
too late. Neither can I have conveniencies in the 
country for three horſes and two ſervants, and ma- 
ny others, which I have here at hand. I am one 
of the governors of all the hackney-coaches, - carts, 
and carriages round this town, who dare not 1n- 
ſult me, like your raſcally waggoners or coach- 
men, but give me the way; nor is there one Lord 
- or Squire for a. hundrgd of yours, to. turn me out 
of the road, or run over me with their coaches and 
fix. Thus, I make ſome- advantage of the public 
poverty, and give you the reaſons for what I once 
writ, why I chooſe to be a freeman among ſlaves, 
rather than a ſlave among freemen. Then, I walk. 
the ſtreets in peace, without being juſtled, nor even 
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without a thouſand bleflings from my friends the 
vulgar. I am Lord Mayor of 120 houſes, I am 
abſolute Lord of the greateſt cathedral in the king- 
dom, am at peace with the neighbouring Princes, 
the Lord Mayor of the city, and the Archbiſhop 
of Dublin, only the latter, like the K. of France, 
ſometimes attempts encroachments on my domi- 
nions, as old Lewis did upon Lorrain. In the 
midſt of this raillery, I can tell you with ſeriouſ- 
neſs, that theſe advantages contribute to my eaſe, 
and therefore | value them. And in one part of 
your letter relating to my Lord B— and your- 
ſelf, you agree with me entirely, about the indif- 
ference, the love of quiet, the care of health, etc. 
that grow upon men in years, And if you diſ- 
cover thoſe inclinations in my Lord and yourſelf, 
what can you expect from me, whoſe health is ſo 
precarious? and yet at your or his time of life, I 
could have leaped over the moon. 


LETTER LXIX. 


September 1, 1733. 

HAVE every day wiſhed to write to you, to 
ſay a thouſand things; and yet, I think, I 
ſhould not have writ to you now, if I was not fick 
of writing any thing, fick of myſelf, and (what 
is worſe) ſick of my frientls too, The world 1s 
become too buſy for me; every body is ſo concern- 
ed for the public, that all private enjoyments are 
loſt, or diſ-reliſhed. I write more to ſhow you I am 
tired of this life, than to tell you any thing relat- 
ing to it. I live as 1 did, I think as I did, I love 
you as I did; but all theſe are to no purpoſe ; the 
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world will not live, think, or love as Ido. I am 
troubled for, and vexed at, all my friends by 
turns. Here are ſome whom you love, and who 
love you ; yet they receive no proofs of that af- 
fection from you, and they give none of it to you, 
There is a great gulph between. In earneſt I would 
goa thouſand miles by land to ſee you, but the ſea [I 
dread. My ailments are ſuch, that I really be- 
lieve a ſea-ſickneſs (conſidering the oppreſſion af 
colical pains, and the great weakneſs of my breaſt) 
would kill me: and if I did not die of that, I 
muſt of the exceſſive eating and drinking of your 
hoſpitable town, and the exceſſive flattery of your 
moſt poetical country I hate to be crammed, ei- 
ther way. Let your hungry poets, and your rhym- 
ing poets digeſt it, I cannot. I like much better 
to be abuſed and half-ſtarved, than to be ſo over- 
praiſed and over-fed. Drown Ireland ! for having 
caught you, and for having kept you : I only re- 
ſerve a little charity for her, for knowing your va- 
lue, and eſteeming you: You are the only Patriot 
I know, who is not hated for ſerving his country. 
The man who drew your Character and printed it 
here, was not much in the wrong in many things 
he ſaid of you: yet he was a very impertinent fel- 
low, for ſaying them in words quite different from 
thoſe you had yourſelf employed before on the 
ſame ſubje& : for ſurely to alter your words is to 
prejudice them ; and | have been told, that a man 
himſelf can hardly ſay the ſame thing twice over 
with equal happineſs; Nature is ſo much a better 
thing than artifice. | 
I have written nothing this year: It is not af- 
fectation to tell you, my Mother's loſs has turned 
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my frame of thinking. The habit of a whole life 
is a ſtronger thing than all the reaſon in the world. 
I know I ought to be eaſy, and to be free; but] 
am dejected, I am confined : my whole amuſement 
is in reviewing my paſt life, not in laying plans 
for my future. I wiſh you cared as little for popu- 
lar applauſe as I; as little for any nation in con- 
tradiſtinction to others, as I: and then 1 fancy, 
you that are not afraid of the ſea, you that are a 
ſtronger man at ſixty than ever I was at twenty, 
would come and ſee ſeveral people who are (at laſt) 
like the Primitive Chriſtians, of one ſoul and of 
one mind. The day is come, which I have often 
wiſhed, but never thought to ſee ; when every nor- 
tal, that I efteem, is of the ſame ſentiment in Politics 
and Religion. 

Adieu. All you love, are yours: but all are 
buſy, except (dear Sir) your ſincere friend. 


— — — 
* 


LETTER LXX. 


Jan. 6, 1734 

NEVER think of you and can never write to 
you, now, without drawing many of thoſe 
ſhort ſighs of which we have formerly talked : The 
reflection both of the friends we have been deprived 
of by Death, and of thoſe from whom we are ſepa- 
rated almoſt as eternally by Abſence, checks me to 
that degree that it takes away in a manner the plea- 
ſure (which yet I feel very ſenſible too) of thinking 
I am now converſing with you. You have been 
filent to me as to your Works; whether thoſe 
printed here are, or are not genuine? but one, 


am ſure, is yours; and your method of concealing 
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yourſelf puts me in mind of the Indian bird I have 
read of, who hides bis head in a hole, while all 
his feathers and tail ſtickx out. You'll have imme- 
diately by ſeveral franks (even before tis here pub- 
liſhed) my Epiſtle to Lord Cobham, part of my 
Opus Magnum, and the laſt Eſſay on Man, both 
which, I conclude, will be grateful to your book- 
ſeller, on whom you pleaſe to beſtow them ſo ear- 
ly, There is a woman's war declared againſt me 
by a certain Lord ; his weapons are the ſame 
which women and children uſe, a pin to ſcratch, 
and a ſquirt to befpatter; I writ a ſort of anſwer, 
but was aſhamed to enter the liſts with him, and 

after ſhewing it to ſome people, ſuppreſſed it: 
otherwiſe it was ſuch as was worthy of him and 
worthy of me. I was three weeks this autumn 
with Lord Peterborow, who rejoices in your do- 
ings, and always ſpeaks with the greateſt affection 
of you. I need not tell you who elſe do the ſame; 
you may be ſure almoſt all thoſe whom I ever ſee, 
or deſire to ſee. I wonder not that B paid 
you no ſort of civility while he was in Ireland: he 
is too much a half-wit to love a true wit, and too 
much half-honeſt, to eſteem any entire merit. I 
hope and think he hates me too, and I will do my 
belt to make him: he is ſo, infupportably inſolent 
in his civility to me when he meets me at one third 
place, that I muſt affront him to be rid of it. 
That ſtrict neutrality as to public parties, which [I 
have conſtantly obſerved in all my writings, I 
think gives me the more title to. attack ſuch men, 
as ſlander and belye my character in private, to thoſe 
who know me not. Yet even this is a liberty I 
will never take, unleſs at the ſame time they are 
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Peſts to private ſociety, or miſchievous member 
of the public, that is to ſay, unleſs they are ene. 
mies to all men as well as to me—Pray write to me 
when you can: If ever I can come to you, | will: 
if nat, may Providence be our friend and our 

through this ſimple world, where nothing 
is valuable, but ſenſe and friendſhip. Adieu, dear 
Sir, may health attend your years, and then 0 
many years be added to. Ciera | 


P. S. I am juſt now told, a very curious Lady 
intends to write to you to pump you about ſome 
poems ſaid to be yours. Pray tell her . that you 
have not anſwered me on the ſame queſtions, and 
that I ſhall take it as a thing never to be-forgiven 
from you, if you tell another what Fae, have con- 
cealed from me. 


ec 


— * 
— 


LETTER LXXI. 


Sept. 15, 1734 

HA E ever thought you as ſenſible as any man 

| knew, of all the delicacies of friendſhip, and 

yet I fear (from what Lord B. tells me you ſaid in 
your laſt letter) that you did not quite underſtand the 
reaſon of my late filence. I aſſure you it proceeded 
wholly from the tender kindneſs I bear you. When 
the heart is full, it is angry at all words that can- 
not come up to it; and you are now the man in all 
the world I am moſt troubled to write to, for you 
are the friend I have left whom I am moſt grieved 
about. Death has not done worſe to me in ſepa- 
rating poor Gay, or any other, 'than diſeaſe and 
abſence in dividing us. I am afraid to know how 
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you do, ſince moſt accounts I have, give me pain 
for you, and I am unwilling to tell you the condi- 
tion of my own health. If it were good, I would 
ſee you ; and yet if I found you in that very condi- 
tion of deafneſs, which made you fly from us while 
we were together, what comfort could we derive 
from it? In writing often I ſhould find great relief, 
could we write freely; and yet, when I have done 
ſo, you ſeem by not anſwering in a very long time, 
to feel either the ſame uneafineſs as I do, or to ab- 
ſain, from ſome prudential reaſon. Yet I am ſure, 
nothing that you and i would ſay to each other (tho 
our own ſouls were to be laid open to the clerks of 
the poſt-office) could hurt either of us ſo much, in 
the opinion of any honeſt man or good ſubject, as 
the intervening, officious, impertinence of thoſe 
Goers between us, who in England pretend to inti- 
macies with you, and in Ireland to intimacies with 
me. I cannot but receive any that call upon me in 
your name, and in truth they take it in vain too of- 
ten, I take all opportunities of juſtifying you a- 
gainſt theſe Friends, eſpecially thoſe who know all 
you think and write, and repeat your lighter ver- 
ſes. It is generally on ſuch little ſcraps that Wit- 
lings feed, and 'tis hard the world ſhould judge of 
our houſe-keeping from what we fling to our dogs, 
yet this is often the conſequence. But they treat 
you ſtill worſe, mix their own with yours, print 
them to get money, and lay them at your door. 
This 1 am ſatisfied was the caſe in the Epiſtle to 2 
Lady ; it was juſt the ſame hand (if I have any judg- 
ment in ſtyle) which printed your Life and Charac- 


ter before, which you ſo ſtrongly diſavowed in your 
Vor. VI. P 
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letters to Lord Carteret, myſelf and others, 1 Was 
very well informed of another fact, which convinced 
me yet more; the ſame perſon who gave this to 
be printed, offered to a bookſeller a piece in proſe 
as yours, and as commiſſioned by you, Which has 
ſince appeared, and been owned to be his own, [ 
think (1 ſay once more) that I know your hand, 
tho' you did not mine in the Eſſay on Man, 1] beg 
your pardon: for not telling you, as I ſhould, had 
you been in England: but no ſecret can croſs your 
Iriſh ſea, and every clerk in the poſt-office had 
known it. I fancy, tho? you loſt fight of me in the 
firſt of thoſe Eſſays, you ſaw me in the ſecond. The 
deſign of concealing myſelf was good, and had its 
full effect; I was thought a Divine, a Philoſopher, 
and what not; and my doctrine had a ſanction [ 
could not have given to it. Whether I can proceed 
in the ſame grave march like Lucretius, or muſt 
deſcend to the gayeties of Horace, I know not, or 
whether I can do either? but be the future as it 
will, I ſhall collect all the paſt in one fair quarto 
this winter, and ſend it you, where you will find 
frequent mention of yourſelf. I was glad you ſuf- 
fer'd your writings to be collected more completely 
than hitherto, in the volumes I daily expect from 
Ireland: I wiſh'd it had been in more pomp, but 
that will be done by others: yours are beauties, 
that can never be too finely dreſt, for they will ever 
be young. I have only one piece of mercy to beg 
of you; do not laugh at my gravity, but permit 
me to wear the beard of a Philoſopher, till I pull 
it off, and make a jeſt of it myſelf. It is juſt what 
my Lord B. is doing with Metaphyſics. I hope, 
you will live to ſee, and flare at the learned figure 
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he will make, on the ſame ſhelf with Locke and 
Malbranche. 

You ſee how I talk to you (for this is not writing) 
if you like I ſhould do ſo, why not tell me ſo? if 
it be the leaſt pleaſure to you, I will write once a 
week moſt gladly ; but can you abſtract the letters 
from the perſon who writes them, ſo far, as not to 
feel more vexation in the thought of our ſeparati- 
on, and thoſe misfortunes which occaſion it, than 
ſatisfaction in the Nothings he can expreſs ? If you 
can, really and from my heart, I cannot. I return 
again to melancholy. Pray, however, tell me, is 
it a ſatisfaction? that will make it one tome; and 
we will Think alike, as friends ought, and you 
ſhall hear from me punctually juſt when you will. 


P. S. Our friend, who 1s juſt returned from a 
progreſs of three months, and is ſetting out in three 
days with me for the Bath, where he will ſtay till 
towards the middle of October, left this letter with 
me yeſterday, and I cannot ſeal and diſpatch it till 
[ have ſcribbled the remainder of this page full. He 
talks very pompouſly of my Metaphyſics, and pla- 
ces them in a very honourable ſtation, It is true, I 


have writ fix letters and an half to him on ſubjects 


of that kind, and I propoſe a letter and an half 
more, which would ſwell the whole up to a conſide- 
rable volume. But he thinks me fonder of the 
name of an author than I am. When he and you, 
and one or two other friends have ſeen them, ſatit 
magnum Theatrum mihi eftis. 1 ſhall not have the 
ich of making them more public. I know how 


* We ſee by this that an author knows as little how to ſ ubdue 
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little regard you pay to writings of this kind, But 
imagine that if you can like any ſuch, it muſt be 
thoſe that ſtrip Metaphyſics of all their bombaſt, 
keep within the ſight of every well conſtituted Eye, 
and never bewilder themſelves whilſt they pretend 
to guide the reaſon of others. T writ to you a long 
letter ſome time ago, and ſent it by the poſt, Did 
it come to your hands? or did the inſpectors of pri- 
vate correſpondence ſtop it, to revenge themſelves of 
the ill ſaid of them in it? Yale & me ama. 


LETTER LXXII. 


FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Nov. 1, 1734. 

HAVE yours with my Lord B 's Poſtſcript 

of September 15 : it was long on its way, and 

for ſome weeks after the date I was very ill with my 
two inveterate diſorders, giddineſs and deafneſs, 
The latter is pretty well off; but the other makes 
me totter towards evenings, and much diſpirits me. 
But I continue to ride and walk, both of which, 
although they be no cures, are at leaſt amuſements. 
I did never imagine you to be either inconſtant, or 
to want right notions of friendſhip, but I appre- 
hend your want of health ; and it hath been a fre- 
quent wonder to me how you have been able to en- 
tertain the world ſo long, ſo frequently, ſo happily, 
under ſo many bodily diſorders. My Lord B. ſays 


the caceether publicandi, as the caceethes ſcribendt : the ſecond 
eruption being as virulent, and infinitely more fatal to Author: 
hip than the firſt. 
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you have been three months rambling, which 1s the 
beſt thing you can poſlibly do in a ſummer ſeaſon ; 
and when the winter recalls you, we will, for our 
own intereſts, leave you to your ſpeculations. God 
be thanked I have done with every thing, and of e- 
very kind that requires writing, except now and 
then a letter, or like a true old man, ſcribbling 
tries only fit for children or ſchool-boys of the 
loweſt claſs at beſt, which three or four of us read 
and laugh at to-day, and burn to-morrow. Yet, 
what is fingular, I never am without ſome great 
work in view, enough to take up forty years of the 
moſt vigorous healthy man: although I am convinc- 
ed that I ſhall never be able to finiſh three Treati- 
ſes, that have lain by me ſeveral years, and want 
nothing but correction. My Lord B. ſaid in his 
Poſiſcript, that you would go to Bath in three days: 
we ſince heard that you were dangerouſly ill there, 
and that the news-mongers gave you over. But a 
gentleman of this kingdom, on his return from 
Bath, aſſured me he left you well, and ſo did ſome 
others whom | have forgot. I am ſorry at my heart, 
that you are peſtered with people who come in my 
name, and [ profeſs to you, it is without my know- 
ledge. 1 am confident I ſhall hardly ever have oc- 
caſion again to recommend, for my friends here 
are very few, and fixed to the freehold, from 
whence nothing but death will remove them. Sure- 
ly I never doubted about your Eſſay on Man; and 
| would lay any odds, that I would never fail to 
diſcover you in fix lines, unleſs you had a mind to 
write below or beſide yourſelf on purpoſe. I con- 
feſs Idid never imagine you were ſo deep in Morals, 

TI 
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or that ſo many new and excellent rules could he 
produced ſo advantageouſly and agreeably in that 
ſcience, from any one head. I confeſs in ſome pla- 
ces I was forced to read twice; I believe I told you 
before what the Duke of D ſaid to me on 
chat occaſion, How a judge here, who knows you, 
told him that, on the firſt reading thoſe Eſſays, he 
was much pleaſed, but found ſome lines a little 
dark? On the ſecond moſt of them cleared up, 
and his pleaſure encreaſed : On the third he had no 
doubt remained, and then he admired the whole. 
My Lord B——'s attempt of reducing Metaphy- 
nes to intelligible ſenſe and uſefulneſs, will be a 
glorious undertaking, and as I never knew him fail 
in any thing he attempted, if he had the ſole ma- 
nagement, ſo | am. confident he will ſucceed in this. 
1 defire you will allow that I write to you both at 
prefent, and f | ſhall while I hve ; It faves your 
money, and my time; and he being your Gems, 
no matter to which it is addreſſed. | am happy 
that what you write is printed in large letters; o- 
therwiſe, between the weaknefs of my eyes, and 
the thickneſs of my hearing, | ſhould loſe the great- 
eſt pleaſure that is left me. Pray command my 
Lord B to follow that example, if } live to read 
bis Metaphyſics. Pray God blefs you both. | 
had a. melancholy aceount from the Doctor of his 
bealth. I wilt anſwer his letter as ſoon as E can. | 
am ever entirely yours, 
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LETTER LXXIN. 


Twickenham, Decemb. 19, 1734. 
| AM truly ſorry for any complaint you have, and 
it is in regard to the weakneſs of your eyes that 
I write (as well as print) in folio. You'll think (I 
know you will, for you have all the candor of a 
good underſtanding) that the thing which men of 
our age feel the moſt, is the friendſhip of our e- 
quals ; and that therefore whatever affects thoſe 
who are ſtept a few years before us, cannot bat ſen- 
fibly affect us who are to follow. It troubles me 
to hear you complain of your memory, and if I am 
in any part of my conſtitution younger than you, 
it will be in my remembering every thing that has 
pleaſed me in you, longer than perhaps you will. 
The two fummers we paſſed together dwells always 
on my mind, like a viſion which gave me a glimpſe 
of a better life and better company, than this world 
otherwite afforded. Jam now an individual, upon 
whom no other depends; and may go where I wil}, 
if the wretched carcaſe I am annexed to did not hin- 
der me. I rambled by very eaſy journies this year 
to Lord Bathurſt and Lord Peterborow, who upon 
every occaſion commemorate, love, and with for 
you, I now pafs my days between Dawley, Lon- 
don, and this place, not ſtudious, nor idle, rather 
polining old works than hewing out new. Ire- 
deem now and then a paper that hath been abandon- 
ed ſeveral years; and of this fort you will ſoon 
ſee one, which 1 inſcribe to our old friend Ar- 
buthnot. 


P 4 
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Thus far I had written, and thinking to finiſh; 
my letter the fame evening, was prevented by com- 
pany, and the next morning found myſelf in a fever 
highly difordered, and fo continued in bed for hve 
days; and in my chamber till now; but ſo well re- 
covered as to hope to go abroad to-morrow, even 
by the advice of Dr. Arbuthnot. {ie himſelf, poor 
man, 1s much broke, though not worſe than for 
theſe two laſt months he has been. He took ex- 
tremely kind your letter. I wiſh to God we could 
once meet again, before that ſeparation, which yet, 
I would be glad to believe, ſhall re-unite us: But 
he who made us, not for ours but his purpoſes, 
knows only whether it be for the better or the worſe, 
that the affections of this life ſhould, or ſhould not 
continue into the other: and doubtleſs it is as it 
ſhould be. Yet I am ſure that while J am here, 
and the thing that I am, I ſhall be imperfe& with- 
out the communication of ſuch friends as you ; you 
are to me like a limb loſt, and buried in another 
country; though we ſeem quite divided, every ac- 
cident makes me feel you were once a part of me. 
I always conſider you ſo much as a friend, that | 
forget you are an author, perhaps too much, but 
it is as much as I would deſire you would do to me. 
However, if I could inſpirit you to beſtow corrett- 
on upon thoſe three Treatiſes, which you ſay are 
ſo near compleated, I ſhould think it a better work 
than any I can pretend to of my own. I amalmoſt 
at the end of my Morals, as Pve been long ago of 
my Wit ; my ſyſtem is a ſhort one, and my circle 
narrow. Imagination has no limits, and that 15 2 
ſphere in which you may move on to eternity; but 
where one is confined to truth (or to ſpeak more 
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like a human creature, to the appearance of truth) 
we ſoon find the ſhortneſs of our Tether. Indeed 
by the help of a metaphyſical chain of Ideas, one 
may extend the circulation, go round and round 
for ever, without making any progreſs beyond the 
point to which Providence has pinn'd us: But this 
does not ſatisfy me, who would rather ſay a little to 
no purpoſe, than a great deal. Lord B. is volumi- 
nous, but he is voluminous only to deſtroy volumes. 
I ſhall not live, I fear, to ſee that work printed ; 
he is ſo taken up ſtill (in ſpite of the monitory hint 
given in the firſt line of my Eſſay) with particular 
men, that he negle&s mankind, and 1s ſtill a crea- 
ture of this world, not of the Univerſe : This 
World which is a name we give to Europe, to Eng- 
land, to Ireland, to London, to Dublin, to the 
Court, to the Caſtle, and ſo diminiſhing, till it 
comes to our own affairs, and to our own perſons, 
When you write (either to him or me, for we accept 
itall as one) rebuke him for it, as a divine if you 
like it, or as a Badineur, if you think that more 
effeQual- 

What I write will ſhew that my head is yet weak. 
[ had written to you by that gentleman from the 
Bath, but I did not know him, and every body that 
comes from Ireland pretends to be a friend of the 
Dean's. I am always glad to ſee any that are truly 
ſo, and therefore do not miſtake any thing l ſaid, 
ſo as to diſcourage your ſending any ſuch to me, 
Adieu. of. 


"»l 
* 
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LETTER IXXIV. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


May 12, 1735. 
OUR letter was ſent me yeſterday by Mr. Stop- 


ford, who landed the ſame day, but I have 
not yet ſeen him. As to my filence, God knows 
it is my great misfortune. My little domeſtic af- 
fairs are in great confuſion by the villainy of agents, 
and the miſeries of this kingdom, where there is no 
money to be had: nor am I unconcerned to ſee all 
things tending towards abſolute power, in both na- 
tions “ (it is here in perfection already) although | 
ſhall not live to ſee it eſtabliſhed. This condition 
of things, both public and perſonal to myſelf, hath 
given me ſuch a kind of deſpondency, that I am al- 
moſt unqualifed for any company, diverſion, or a- 


* muſement. The death of Mr. Gay and the Doctor 


hath been terrible wounds near my heart. Their 
living would have been a great comfort to.me, al- 
though | ſhould never have ſeen them; like a ſam 
of money in a bank, from which I ſhould receive 
at leaſt annual intereſt, as | do from you, and have 
done from my Lord Bolingbroke. To ſhew in how 
much ignorance I live, it is hardly a fortnight ſince 
I heard of the death of my Lady Maſham, my con- 
ſtant friend in all changes of times, God forbid 


that I ſhould expect you to make a voyage that 


would in the leaſt affect your health: but in the 
mean time how unhappy am I, that my beſt friend 


* The Dean was frequently truubled, as he tells us, with a 
g:ddinels in his head. 
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ſhould have perhaps the only kind of diſorder for 
which a ſea-voyage is not in ſame degree a remedy ! 
The old Duke of Ormond ſaid, he would not 
change his dead ſon (Oſſary) for the beſt living ſon 
in Europe. Neither would I change you my abſent 
friend for the beſt preſent friend round the Globe. 

[ have lately read a book imputed to Lord B. call- 
ed a Diſſertation upon Parties. I think it very maſ- 


terly written. 
Pray God reward you for your kind prayers : I 


believe your prayers will do me more good than thofe 
of all the Prelates in both kingdoms, or any Pre- 
lates in Europe except the biſhop of Marſeilles “. 
And God preferve you for contributing more to 
mend the world, than the whole pack of (modern) 


parſons in a lump, 
I am ever entirely yours. 


LETTER LXXV. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Sept. 3, 1735- 

EIS letter will be delivered to you by Faulk- 

ner the Printer, who goes over on his pri- 

vate affairs. This is an anſwer to yours of two 
months ago, which complains of that profligate 
fellow Curt. TI heartily wiſh you were what they 
call diſaffected, as I am. I may fay as David did, 
| have ſinned greatly, but what have theſe ſheep 
done ? You have given na offence to the nuniſtry, 
nor to the Lords, nor Commons, nor Queen, nor 


* Who continued there with his flock all the time a dread- 
fu! peſtilence deſolated that city. 
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the next in Power, For you are a man of virtue, 
and therefore muſt abhor vice and all corruption, 
although, your diſcretion holds the reins. © You 
need not fear any conſequence in the commerce 
*« that hath ſo long paſſed between us; although! 
*«« never deſtroyed one of your letters. But my Exe- 
% cutors are men of honour and virtue, and have 
5 ſtrift orders in my will to burn every letter left 
„ behind me.” Neither did our letters contain any 
Turns of Wit, or Fancy, or Politics, or Satire, 


but mere innocent Friendſhip : yet I am loth that 


any letters, from you and a very few other Friends, 
mould dye before me; I believe we neither of us 
ever leaned our head upon our left hand to ſtudy 
what we ſhould write next ; yet we have held a con- 
ſtant intercourſe ffom your youth and my middle 
age, and from your middle age it muſt be continu- 
ed till my death, which my bad ſtate of health 
makes me expect every month. I have the ambiti- 
on, and it is very earneſt as well as in haſte, to 
have one Epiſtle inſcribed to me while J am alive, 
and you juſtin the time when Wit and Wiſdom are 
in the height. I muſt once more repeat Cicero; 
deſire to a friend; Orna ne. A month ago were 
ſent me over by a friend of mine, the Works of 
John Hughes, Eſq. They are in verſe and proſe, 
I never heard of the man in my life, yet I find your 
name as a ſubſcriber too. He 1s too grave a poet 
for me, and, I think, among the mediocribus in 
proſe as well as verſe. I have the honour to know 
Dr. Rundle; he is indeed worth all the reſt you 
ever ſent us, but that is ſaying nothing, for he an- 
ſwers your character; I have dined thrice in his 
company. He brought over a worthy clergyman 
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of this kingdom as his chaplain, which was a very 
wiſe and popular action. His only fault is, that he 
drinks no wine, and I drink nothing elſe, 

This kingdom is now abſolutely ſtarving, by the 
means of every oppreſſion that can be inflicted on 
mankind Shall I not viſit for theſe things ? ſaith 
the Lord. You adviſe me right, not to trouble my- 
ſelf about the world: But, oppreſſion tortures me, 
and [ cannot live without meat and drink, nor get 
either without money; and money is not to be had, 
except they will make me a Biſhop, or a Judge, or 


2 Colonel, or a Commiſhoner of the Revenues. 
Adieu. 


LETTER LXXVI. 


O anſwer your queſtion as to Mr. Hughes, 
what he wanted as to genius he made up as an 
honeſt man: but he was of the claſs you think him. 
I am glad you think of Dr. Rundle as I do. He 
will be an honour to the Biſhops, and a diſgrace to 
ene Biſhop, two things you will like: But what 
you will like more particularly, he will be a friend 
and benefactor even to your un-friended, un-bene- 
fitted Nation; he will be a friend to human race, 
wherever he goes. Pray tell him my beſt wiſhes 
for his health and long life: I wiſh you and he came 
over together, or that I were with you. I never 
ſaw a man fo ſeldom whom I Iiked ſo much as Dr. 
Rundle. 
Lord Peterborow I went to take a laſt leave of, 
at his ſetting ſail for Liſbon : no Body can be more 
waſted, no Soul can be more alive. Immediately 
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after the ſevereft operation of being cut into the 
bladder for a fuppreflion of urine, he took coach, 
and got from Briftol to Southampton. This is a 
man that will neither live nor die like any other 
mortal. 

Poor Lord Peterborow ! there is another ſtring 
loſt, that would have helped to draw you hither! 
He ordered on his death-bed his Watch to be given 
me (that which had accompanied him in all his tra- 
vels) with this reaſon, ** That I might have ſome- 
« thing to put me every day in mind of him.” It 
was a preſent to him from the King of Sicily, whoſe 
arms and Infignia are graved on the inner- caſe; on 
the outer, I have put this inſcription. Victor Aua- 
deus, Rex Sicilie, Dux Sabaudiæ, Ic. Cc. Cari 
Mordaunt, Comiti de Peterboregso, D. D. Car. Mer. 
Com. de Pet. Alexandro Pope moriens legavit, 1735. 

Pray write to me a little oftner : aud if there be 
a thing left in the world that pleaſes you, tell it 
one who will partake of it. I hear with approbati- 
on and pleaſure, that your preſent care is to relieve 
the moſt helpleſs of this world, thoſe objects 
which maſt want our compaſſion, though generally 
made the ſcorn of their fellow-creatures, ſuch as are 
lefs innocent than they. You always think gene- 
rouſly ; and of all charities, this is the molt difin- 
tereſted, and leaſt vain-glorious, done to ſuch as 
never will thank you, or can praiſe you for it. 

God bleſs you with eaſe, if not with pleaſure; 
with a tolerable ſtate of health, if not with its ful! 
enjoyment ; with a reſigned temper of mand, if not 
a very chearful one. It is upon theſe terms Ilie 


* 1dicts. 


FROM DR. SWIFT, etc. 327 


myſe If, though younger than you, and I repine 
not at my lot, could but the preſence of a few that 
| love be added to theſe. Adieu. 


LETTER LXXVI. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Oct. 21, 1735. 

ANSWERED your letter relating to Curl, etc. 

| believe my letters have eſcaped being publiſh» 
ed, becauſe I writ nothing but Nature and Friend- 
hip, and particular incidents which could make no 
foure in writing. | have obſerved that not only 
Voiture, but likewiſe Tully and Pliny writ their 
letters for the public view, more than for the ſake 
of their correſpondents ; and I am glad of it, on 
account of the Entertainment they have given me. 
Balſac did the ſame thing, but with more ſtifineſs, 
and confequently lefs diverting: Now I muſt tell 
you, that you are to look upon me as one going ve- 
ry faſt out of the world ; but my fleſh and bones 
are to be carried to Holy-head, for I will not lie in 
a Country of Slaves. It pleafeth me to find that 
you begin to diſlike things in ſpite of your Philoſo- 
phy ; your Mufe cannot forbear her hints to that 
purpoſe. I cannot travel to fee you; otherwiſe, I 
ſolemnly proteſt I would do it. I have an intenti- 
on to paſs this winter in the country with a friend 
forty miles off, and to ride only ten miles a day ; 
yet is my health ſo uncertain that I fear it will not 
be in my power. [I often ride a dozen miles, bur ] 
come to my own bed at night : My beit way would 
be to marry, for in that caſe any bed would be bet- 
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ter than my own. I found you a very young man, 
and ] left you a middle-aged one; you knew me a 
middle-aged man, and now I am an old one. Where 
is my Lord —— ? methinks I am enquiring after a 
Tulip of laſt year.— ** You need not apprehend 
« any Curl's meddling with your letters to me; I 
* will not deſtroy them, but have ordered my Ex- 
« ecutors to do that office.” I have a thouſand © 
things more to lay, longaevitas eff garrula, but 
I muſt remember I have other letters to write if I 
have time, which I ſpend to tell you ſo. I am ever, 


deareſt Sir, Your, etc. 


— 


LETTER LXXVIII. 


—— 


FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Feb. 9, 1735-6. 

CANNOT properly call you my beſt friend, be- 
cauſe I have not another left who deſerves the 
name, ſuch a havock have Time, Death, Exile, 
and Oblivion made. Perhaps you would have few- 
er complaints of my 111 health and lowneſs of ſpi- 
rits, if they were not ſome excuſe for my delay of 
writing even to you. It is perfectly right what you 
ſay of the indifference in common friends, whether 
we are ſick or well, happy or miſerable. The ve- 
ry maid ſervants in a family have the ſame notion : 
I have heard them often ſay, Oh, I am very ſick, 
if any body cared for it! I am vexed when my viſi- 
tors come with the compliment uſual here, Mr. 
Dean, I hope you are very well. My popularity that 
you mention, is wholly confined to the common 
„people, who are more conſtant than thoſe we maſ- 
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tall their betters. I walk the ſtreets, and fo do my 


tower friends, from whom and from whom alone, 
| have a thouſand hats and bleſſings upon old 
ſcores, which thoſe we call the Gentry have forgot. 
But | have not the love, or hardly the civility, of 
any one man in power or ſtation ; and I can boaſt 
that I neither viſit nor am acquainte« with any Lord 
Temporal or Spiritual in the whole kingdom; nor 
am able to do the leaſt good office to the moſt de- 
ſerving man, except what I can diſpoſe of in my 
own Cathedral upon a vacancy. What hath ſunk 
my ſpirits more than even years and ſickneſs, is re- 
flecting on the moſt execrable Corruptions that run 
through every branch of public management. 

[ heartily thank you for thoſe lines tranſlated, 
Singula de nobis anni, etc. You have put them in a 
ſtrong and admirable light; but however I am 
ſo partial, as to be more delighted with thoſe 
which are to do me the greateſt honour I ſhall 
ever receive from poſterity, and will outweigh the 
malignity of ten thouſand enemies. I never ſaw 
them before, by which it is plain that the letter you 
ſent me miſcarried. I do not deubt that you have 
choice of new acquaintance, and ſome of them may 
be deſerving : For youth is the ſeaſon of Virtue ; 
Ccrruptions grow with Years, and I believe the 
oldeſt rogue in England is the greateſt. You have 
years enough before you to watch Whether theſe new 
acquaintance will keep their Virtue, when they 
leave you and go into the world ; how long will 
their ſpirit of independency laſt againſt the temp- 
tations of future Miniſters, and future Kings. 
As to the new Lord Lieutenant, I never knew any 
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of the family; fo that I ſhall not be able to get any 
job done by him for any deſerving friend. 


. —_— 


LETTER LXXIX. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Feb. 7, 1735-6. 
T is ſome time fince I dined at the Biſhop 
of Derry's, where Mr. Secretary Cary told me 
with great concern, that you were taken very ill. 
I have heard nothing ſince, only | have continued 
in great pain of mind, yet for my own ſake and the 
world's more than for yours; becauſe I well know 
how little you value life both as a Philoſopher and 
a Chriſtian, particularly the latter, wherein hardly 
one ina million of us heretics can equal you. I 
you are well recovered, you ought to be reproach- 
ed for not putting me eſpecially out of pain, who 
could not bear the loſs of you; although we mul 
be for ever diſtant as much as if [| were in the grave, 
for which my years and continual indiſpoſition are 
prepa:ing me every ſeaſon. I have ftaid too long 
from preſing you to give me ſome eaſe by an zc- 
count of your health; pray do not uſe me fo ill any 
more. I look upon you as an eftate from which J 
receive my beſt annual rents, although I am never 
to fee it. Mr. Tickel was at the ſame meeting un- 
der the ſame real concern; and fo were a hundred 
others of this town who had never ſeen you. 
read to the Biſhop of Derry the paragraph in 
your letter which concerned him, and his Lord- 
ſhip expreſſed his thankfulneſs in a manner that be- 
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came him. He is eſteemed here as a perſon of learn- 
ing and converſation and humanity, but he is be- 
loved by all people. 

| have nobody now left but you: Pray, be ſo 
kind to out-hve me, and then die as ſoon as you 
pleaſe, but without pain ; and let us meet in a bet- 
ter place, if my Religion will permit, but rather 
my Virtue, although much unequal to yours. Pray, 
let my Lord Bathurſt know how much I love him; 
I ill inſiſt on his remembering me, although he is 
too much in the world to honour an abſent friend 
with his letters. My ſtate of health is not to boaſt 


of; my giddineſs is more or leſs too conſtant ; 1 


ſleep ill, and have a poor appetite. I can as eaſily 
write a poem in the Chineſe language as my own : 
I am as fit for Matrimony as invention; and yet [ 
have daily ſchemes for innumerable Eſſays in proſe, 
and proceed ſometimes to nd leſs than half a dozen 
lines, which the next morning become waſte paper. 
What vexes me moſt is, that my female friends, 
who could bear me very well a dozen years ago, 
have now forſaken me, although I am not ſo old in 
proportion to them, as I formerly was : which I 
can prove by Arithmetic, for then I was double 
their age, which now L am not. Pray, put me out 
of fear as ſoon as you can, about that report of your 
ineſs; and let me know who this Mr. Cheſelden 
6, that hath ſo lately ſprung up in your favour ? 
give me alſo ſome account of your neighbour 
who writ to me from Bath: L hear he reſolves to be 
trenuous for taking off the Teſt ; which grieves 
me extremely, from all the unprejudiced reaſons 
lever was able to form, againſt the maxims of all 
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wiſe Chriſtian governments , which always had 
ſome eſtabliſhed Relig on, leaving at beſt a tolera- 
tion to pthers, 

Farewell, my deareſt friend! ever, and upon 
every account that can create friendſhip and eſ- 
teem. 


* — 


LETTER LXXX. 


March 25, 1736. 
F ever I write more Epiſtles in Verſe, one of 
them ſhall be addreſſed to you. I have long 
concerted it, and begun it, but I would make what 
bears your name as finiſhed as my laſt work ought 
to be, that is to ſay, more finiſhed than any of the 
reſt. The ſubject is large, and will divide into 
four Epiſtles, which naturally follow the Eſſay on 
Man, wiz. 1. Of the Extent and Limits of hu- 
man Reafon and Science. 2. A View of the uſeful 
and therefore attainable, and of the un-ufeful and 
therefore unattainable, Arts. 43. Of the Nature, 
Ends, Application, and Uſe of different Capaci- 
ties. 4. Of the Uſe of Learning, of the Science of 
the World, and of Wit. It will conclude with a 
Satire againſt the miſ-application of all theſe, ex- 
emplifed by pictures, characters and examples. 
But alas! the taſk is great, and non ſum qualis 
ram! My underſtanding indeed, ſuch as it is, 1s 
extended rather than diminiſhed: I ſee things 
more in the whole, more conſiſtent, and more 
clearly deduced from, and related to, each other. 


The Author of the Diſſertation on Par ties (who as 4 Poli- 
tician tries all principles, and as a Philoſopher ſticks to the worſt) 


appeared once to profeſs the ſame opinion. 
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But what I gain on the fide of philoſophy, I loſe on 
the fide of poetry: the flowers are gone, when 
the fruits begin to ripen, and the fruits perhaps 
will never ripen perfectly. The climate (under 
our Heaven of a Court) is but cold and uncertain; 
the winds riſe, and the winter comes on. I find 
myſelf but little diſpoſed to build a new houſe; I 
have nothing left but to gather up the reliques of a 
wreck, and look about me to ſee how few friends 
J have left. Pray, whoſe eſteem or admiration 
ſhould I deſire now to procure by my writings ? 
whoſe friendſhip or converſation to obtain by them? 
am a man of deſperate fortunes, that is, a man 
whoſe friends are dead: for I never. aimed at any 
other fortune than in friends. As ſoon as I had 
ſent my laſt letter, I received a moſt kind one from 
you, expreſſing great pain for my late illneſs at 
Mr. Cheſelden's. I conclude you was eaſed of that 
friendly apprehenſion. in a few days after you had 
diſpatched yours, for mine muſt have reached you 
then. I wondered a little at your quaere, who 
Cheſelden was? It ſhews that the trueſt merit does 
not travel fo far any way as on the -wings of poe- 
try; he is the moſt noted, and moſt deſerving 
man, in the whole profeſſion of Chirurgery ; and 
has ſaved the lives of thouſands by his manner of 
cutting for the ftone.—I am now well, or what I 
muſt call ſo. | 

I have lately ſeen ſome writings of Lord B's, 
lince he went to France. Nothing can depreſs his 
Genius: Whatever befalls him, he will ſtill be the 
greateſt man in the world, either in his own time, 
or with poſterity. 

Every man you know or care for here, enquires 
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for you, and pays you the only devoir he can, that 
of drinking your health, I with you had any mo- 
tive to fee this kingdom. I] could keep you, for l 
am rich, that is I have more than | want. I can 
afford room for yourſelf and two ſervants ; I have 
indeed roam enough, nothing but myſelf at home; 
the kind and hearty houſe-wife is dead ! the agree- 
able and inſtructive neighbour is gone! yet my 
houſe is enlarged, and the gardens extend and 
flouriſh, as knowing nothing of the gueſts they 
have loſt, I have more fruit-trees and kitchen- 
garden than you have thought of : nay I have 
good Melons and Pine-apples of my own growth. 
Jam as much a better Gardener, as I am a worſe 
Poet, than when you ſaw me: But gardening is 


near akin to Philoſophy, for Tully ſays, 4gri- 


cultura proxima ſapientiae. For God's fake, why 
ſhould not you (that are a ſtep higher than a Philo- 
ſopher, a Divine, yet have too much grace and 
wit than to be a Biſhop) even give all you have to 
the Poor of Ireland (for whom you have already 
done every thing elſe) ſo quit the place, and live 
and die with me? And let Tales animae concordes 
be our Motto and our Epitaph. 


— 


LETTER LXXXI. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Dublin, April 22, 1736. 

common illneſs is of that kind which ut- 

terly diſqualifies me for all converſation; I 

mean my Deafneſs; and indeed it is that only 
which diſcoorageth me from all thought of coming 
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to England; becauſe I am never ſure that it may 
not return in a week, If it were a good honeſt 
Gout, 1 could catch an interval, to take a voyage, 
and in a warm lodging get an eaſy chair, and be 
able to hear and roar among my friends. As to 
« what you ſay of your Letters, fince you have 
many years of life more than I, my reſolution 
« is to direct my Executors to ſend you all your 
letters, well ſealed and pacquetted, along with 
« ſome legacies mentioned in my will, and leave 
« them entirely to your diſpoſal: Thoſe things 
« are all tied up, endorſed and locked in a cabi- 
* net, and I have not one ſervant who can pro- 
« perly be ſaid to write or read: No mortal ſhall 
copy them, but you ſhall ſurely have them when 
„am no more.” I have a little repined at my 
being hitherto ſlipped by you in your Epiſtles, not 
from any other ambition than the Title of a 
Friend, and in that ſenſe I expect you ſhall per- 
form your promiſe, if your health and leiſure and 
inclination will permit. I deny your loſing on the 
ide of Poetry; I could reaſon againſt you a little 
from experience; you are, and will be ſome years 
to come, at the age when Invention ſtill keeps its 
ground, and Judgment is at full maturity; but 


pour ſubjects are much more difficult when con- 


lined to Verſe. I am amazed to ſee you exhauſt 
the whole ſcience of Morality in ſo maſterly a man- 
ner, Sir W. Temple ſaid, that the loſs of Friends, 
was a Tax upon long Lfe : It need not be very 
long, ſince you have had ſo great a ſhare, but I 
have not above one left: and*in this Country 1 
have only a few general companions of good na- 
ture and middling underſtandings. How ſhould I 
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know Cheſelden? On your fide, men of fame 
ſtart up and die before we here (at leaſt I) know 
any thing of the matter. I am a little comforted 
with what you ſay of Lord B's Genius ſtill keeping 
up, and preparing to appear by effects worthy of 
the author, and uſeful to the world. - Common 
reports have made me very uneaſy about your 
neighbour Mr. P. It is affirmed that he hath been 
very near death: I love him for being a Patriot in 
moſt corrupted times, and highly eſteem his ex- 
cellent underſtanding. Nothing but the perverſe 
nature of my diſorders, as I have above deſcribed 
them, and which are abſolute diſqualifications for 
converſe, could hinder me from waiting on you at 
Twickenham, and nurſing you to Paris. In ſhort, 
my Ailments amount to a prohibition, although 
I am, as you deſcribe yourſelf, what Inf call ell, 
yet I have not ſpirits left to ride out, which (ex- 
cepting walking) was my only diverſion. And! 
muſt expect to decline every month, like one who 
lives upon his principal ſum, which muſt leſſen 
every day : and indeed I am likewiſe literally al- 
moſt in the ſame caſe, while every body owes me, 
and nobody pays me, Inſtead of a young race of 
Patriots on your fide, which gives me ſome glimpſe 
of joy, here we have the dire& contrary, a race 
of young Dunces and Atheiſts, or old Villains and 
Monſters, whereof four-fifths are more wicked and 
ſtupid than Chartres. Your wants are ſo few, that 
you need not be rich to ſupply them ; and my 
wants are ſo many, that a King's ſeven millions 
of guineas would not ſupport me. 
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LETTER LXXXII. 


Aug. 17, 1736. 
TFIND, tho' I have leſs experience than you, 
J the truth of what you told me ſome time ago, 
that increaſe of years makes men more talkative 
but leſs writative: to that degree, that I now 
write no letters but of plain buſineſs, or plain how- 
d'ye's to thoſe few | am forced to correſpond with, 
either out of neceſſity, or love: And I grow La- 
conic even beyond Laconiciſme ; for ſometimes TI 
return only Yes, or No, to queſtionary pr petion- 
ary Epiſtles of half a yard long. You and Lord 
Bolingbroke are the only men to whom | write,” and 
always in folio, You are indeed almoſt the. only 
men | know, who either can write in this age, or 
whoſe writings will reach the next: Others are 
mere mortals. Whatever failings ſuch men may 
have, a reſpe& is due to them, as Luminaries 
whoſe exaltation renders their motions a little irre- 
cular, or rather cauſes it to ſeem ſo to others, I 
am afraid to cenſure any thing 1 hear of Dean 
Swift, becauſe I hear it only from mortals blind 
and dull: And you ſhould be cautious of cenſur- 
ing any action or motion of Lord B. becauſe you 
hear it only from ſhallow, envious, or malieious 
reporters, What you writ to me about him I find 
to my great ſcandal repeated in one of yours to 
—. Whatever you might hint to me, was this 
for the profane? the thing, if true, ſhould be 
concealed ; but it is, I affure you, abſolutely 
untrue, in every circumſtance. He has fixed in a 
very agreeable retirement near Fontainbleau, and 
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makes it his whole buſineſs wacare literis. But tell 
me the truth, were you not angry at his omitting 
to write to you ſo long? I may, for I hear from 
him ſeldomer than from you, that is twice or thrice 
a year at moſt. Can you poflibly think he can ne- 
glect you, or diſregard you ? If you catch your- 
ſelf at thinking ſuch nonſenſe, your parts are de. 
cayed : For, believe me, great Genius's muſt and 
do eſteem one another, and I queſtion if any others 
can eſteem or comprehend ancommon merit. O- 
thers only gueſs at that merit, or ſee glimmerings 
of their minds: A genius has the intuitive facul- 
ty : Therefore, imagine what you will, you can- 
not be fo ſure of any man's eſteem as of his. If! 
can think that neither he nor you deſpiſe me, it is 
a greater honour to me by far, and will be thought 
ſo by poſterity, than if all the Houſe of Lords writ 
Commendatory Verſes upon me, the Commons or 
dered me to print my Works, the Univerſities 
gave me public thanks, and the King, Queen, 
and Prince crowned me with Laurel. You are a 
very ighorant man ; you don't know the figure his 
name and yours will make hereafter: 1 do, and 
will preſerve all the memorials I can, that 1 was of 
your intimacy ; longo, Jed proximus, intervallo. 1 
will not quarrel with the prefent Age; it has done 
enough for me,, in making and keeping you two 
my friends. Do not you be too angry at it, and 
let not him be too angry at it; it has done and 
can do neither of you any manner of harm, as 
long as it has not, and cannot burn your works: 


while thoſe ſubſiſt, you'll both appear the greatel: . 


men of the time, in ſpite of Princes and Miniſters; 
and the wiſeſt, in ſpite of all the little Errors you 


may pleaſe to commit. 
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Adieu. May better health attend you, than, 1 
fear, you poſſeſs 3 may but as good health attend 
vou always as mine is gt preſent ; tolerable, when 
in eaſy mind 1s Joined wich it. 


—— A... 
te. At. At 


— — *— 


L.R..T..T;E NN 
FROM D R. SWIFT. 


Decemb. 2, 1736. 
THINK you owe me a letter, but whether 
vou do or not, | have not been in a condition to 
write, Years and infrmities have quite broke me; 
mean that odious continual, diſorder in my head. 
| neither read, nor write, nor remember, nor con- 
verſe, All I have left is to walk and ride; the 
fr{t 1] can do tolerably ; but the latter, for want 
of good weather at this ſeaſon, 1s ſeldom in my 
power ; and having not an ounce of fleſh abort 
me, my ſkin comes off in ten miles riding, becauſe 
my ſkin and bone cannot agree together. But J 
am angry, becauſe you will not ſuppoſe me as ſick 
4am, and write to me out of perfect charity, al- 
though I ſhould not be able to anſwer. I have too 
many vexations by my ftatiop and the impertinenee 
of people, to be able to bear the mortification 
of not hearing from a very few diſtant friends that 
are left ; and, conſidering how time and fortune 
have ordered matters, I have hardly one friend left 
but yourſelf, What Horace fays, Singula de nobis 
anni praedantur, I feel every month, at fartheſt ; 
and by this computation, if I hold out two years, 
I ſhall think it a miracle. My comfort is, you be- 
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gun to diſtinguiſh ſo confounded early, that Your 
acquaintance with diſtinguiſhed men of all kinds 
was almoſt as ancient as mine. I mean Wycherly, 
Row, Prior, Congreve, Addiſon, Parnell, etc, 
and in ſpite of your heart, you have owned me a 
Cotemporary. Not to mention Lords Oxford, 
Bolingbroke, Harcourt, Peterborow : In ſhort, 
] was t'other day recollecting twenty-ſeven great 
Miniſters, or Men of Wit and Learning, who are 
all dead, and all of my acquaintance, within twenty 
years paſt ; neither have [ the grace to be ſorry, 
that the preſent times are drawn to the dregs as 
well as my own life. —May my friends be happy 
in this and a better life, but I value not what be- 
comes of Poſterity when I conſider from what Mon- 
ſters they are to ſpring. — My Lord Orrery writes 
to you to-morrow, and you ſee I ſend this under 
his cover, or at leaſt franked by him. He has 
3000 J. a year about Cork and the neighbourhood, 
and has more than three years rents unpaid : This 
is our condition, in theſe bleſſed times. I writ to 
your neighbour about a month ago, and ſubſcribed 
my name: I fear he hath not received my letter, 
and wiſh you would aſk him: but perhaps he 1s 
ſtill a rambling ; for we hear of him at New-mar- 
ket, and that Boerhaave hath reſtored his health. 
—How my ſervices are leſſened of late with the 
number of my friends on your fide! yet my Lord 
Bathurſt and Lord Maſham and Mr. Lewis remain, 
and being your acquaintance [ defire when you fee 
them to deliver my compliments ; but chiefly to 
Mrs. P. B. and let me know whether ſhe be 4 
young and agreeable as when I ſaw her laſt? Have 
you got a ſupply of new friends to make up for 
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thoſe who are gone? and are they equal to the 
(rt? I am afraid it is with friends as with times; 
and that the laudator temporis adi ſe pucro, is equal- 
ly applicable to both. I am leſs grieved for living 
here,. becauſe it is a perfect retirement, and con- 
ſequently fitteſt for thoſe who are grown good for 
nothing: for this town and kingdom are as much 
out of the world as North- Wales - My head is ſo ill 
that I cannot write a paper full as I uſed. to do; 
and yet I will not forgive a blank of half an inch 
from you.,—1 had reafon to expect from ſome of 
your letters, that we were to hope for more Epiſ- 
tles of Morality ; and, I aſſure you, my acquain- 
tance reſent that they have not ſeen my name at the 
head of one. The ſubjects of ſuch Epiſtles are 
more uſeful to the public, by your manner of 
handling them, than any of all your writings ; 
and although, in ſo profligate a world as ours, 
they may poſſibly not much mend our manners, 
yet poſterity will enjoy the benefit, whenever a 


Court happens to have the leaſt reliſh for Virtue 
and Religion, 


— — 


— 
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LETTER LXXXIV. 
TO DR. SWIFT. 


Decemb. 30, 1736. 

OUR very kind letter has made me more 
melancholy, than almoſt any thing in this 
world now can do. For I can bear every thing in 
it, bad as it is, better than the complaints of my 
friends, Tho' others tell me you are in pretty 
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good' health and in good fpirits, I find the contrary 
when you open your mind to me: And indeed it 
4s but a prudent part, to ſeem not ſo concerned 
about others, nor ſo crazy ourſelves as we really 
are: for we ſhall neither be beloved nor eſteemed 
the more, by our common acquaintance, for any 
affliction or any infirmity. But to our true friend, 
we may, we muſt complain, of what ('tis a thou- 
fand to one) he complains with us ; for if we have 
known him long, he is old, and if he has known 
the world long, he is out of humour atit. If you 
have but as much more health than others at your 
age, as you have more wit and good temper, you 
Mall not have much of my Pity : But if you ever 
Ave to have leſs, you ſhall not have leſs of my Af- 
fection. A whole People will rejoice at every year 
that ſhal} be added to you, of which you have had 
a late inſtance in the public rejoicings on your 
birth-day. I can aſſure you, ſomething better and 
greater than high birth and quality muſt go toward 
acquiring thoſe demonſtrations of public eſteem 
and love, I have ſeen a royal birth-day uncels- 
brated, but by one vite Ode, and one hired bon- 
fire. Whatever years may take away from you, 
they will not take away the general eſteem, for 
your Senſe, Virtue, and Charity. 

The moſt melancholy effe& of years is that you 
mention, the catalogue of thoſe we loved and have 
loft, perpetually engreafing. How much that re- 
flection ſtruck me, you'll ſce from the Motto I have 
prefixed to my Book of Letters which fo much a- 
gainft my inclination has been drawn from me. t 
& from Catullus: ‚ 
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Quo defederin veteres revocamus Amoret, 
Atque olim amiſſas flemus Amicitias ! 


[ detain this letter till I can find ſome ſafe convey- 
ance ; innocent as it 1s, and 2s all letters of mine 
muſt be, of any thing to offend my ſuperiors, ex- 
cept the reverence I bear to true merit and virtue. 
« Rut I have much reaſon to fear, thoſe which you 
have too partially kept in your hands will get 
out in ſome very diſagreeable ſhape, in caſe of 
« our mortality: and the more reaſon to fear it, 
% fince this laſt month Curl has obtained from Ire- 
land two letters (one of Lord Bolingbroke and 
« one of mine, to you, which we wrote in the 
« year 1723) and he has printed them, to the beſt 
of my memory, tightly, except one paſſage con- 
e cerning Dawley, which muſt have been ſince in- 
« ſerted, ſince my Lord had not that place at that 
time. Your anſwer to that letter he has not got; 
eit has never been out of my cuſtody ; for what- 
*« ever is lent is loſt (Wit as well as Money) to theſe 
* necdy poetical readers.“ 

The world will certainly be the better for his 
change of life, He ſeems in the whole turn of his 
letters to be a ſettled and principled Philoſapher, 
thanking Fortune for the Tranquillity he has been 
led into by her averſion, like a man driyen by a 
violent wind, from the ſea into a calm harbour. 
You aik me if I have got any ſupply of new Friends 
to make up for thoſe that are gone? I think that 
impoſſible, for not our friends only, but ſo much 
of ourſelves is gone by the mere flux and courſe of 
years, that, were the ſame friends to be reſtored to 
us, we could not be reſtored to ourſelves, to enjoy 
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them. But as when the continual waſhing of a ri- 
ver takes awdy our flowers and plants, it throws 
weeds and ſedges in their room “; ſo the courſe of 
time brings us ſomething, as it deprives us of a 
great deal; and inſtead of leaving us what we cul- 
tivated, and expected to flouriſh and adarn us, 
gives us only what is of ſome little uſe, by acci- 
dent. Thus I have acquired, without my ſeeking, 
a few chance-acquamtance, of young men, who 
look rather to the paſt age than the preſent, and 
therefore the future may have ſome hopes of them, 
If I love them, it is becaufe they honour ſome of 
thoſe whom I, and the world have loft, or are 
loſing. Two or three of them have diſtinguiſhed 
themſelves in Parliament, and you will own in a 
very uncommon manner, when I tell you it is by 
their aſſerting of independency, and Contempt of 
Corruption. One or two are linked to me by their 
love of the ſame ſtudies and the ſame authors: but 
I will own to you, my moral capacity has got © 
much the better of my poetical, that I have few 
acquaintance. on the latter ſcore, and none with- 
out a caſting weight on the former. But I find my 
heart hardened and blunt to new impreſſions, it 
will ſcarce receive or retain affections of yeſterday; 
and thoſe friends who have been dead theſe twenty 
years; are more preſent to me now, than thoſe ] 
ſee daily. You, dear Sir, are one of the former 
ſort to me in all reſpects, but that we can, yet, 
correſpond together. I don't know whether tis 
not more vexatious, to know we are both in one 


* There are ſome ſtrokes in this letter, which can be ac- 
counted for no otherwiſe than by the Author's extreme com- 
paſhon and tenderneſs of heart, too much affected by the con 
plaints of a peeviſh old man (labouring and impatient under his 
inficmities;) and too intent ia the friendly office of mollityiog 
them, 
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world, without any further intercourſe. Adieu. 
can ſay no more, I feel ſo much: Let me drop 
into common things—Lord Maſham has juſt mar- 
ried his ſon. Mr. Lewis has juſt buried his wife. 
Lord Oxford wept over your letter in pure kind- 
neſs, Mrs. B. fighs more for you, than for the 
loſs of youth. She ſays, ſhe will be agreeable 
many years hence, for ſhe has learned that ſecret 
from ſome receipts of your writing. —Adieu. 


LETTER LXXXV. 


March 23, 1736-7. 

H O' you were never to write to me, yet 
what you deſired in your laſt, that I would 

write often to you, would be a very eaſy taſk ; for 
every day I talk with you, and of you, in my 
heart; and. 1 need only ſet down what that is 
thinking of. The nearer I find myſelf verging to 
that period of life which is to be labour and ſor- 
row, the more I prop myſelf upon thoſe few ſup- 
ports that are left me. People in this ſtate are hke 
props indeed, they cannot ſtand alone, but two 
or more of them can ſtand, leaning and bearing 
upon one another. I wiſh you and | might paſs 
this part of life together. My only neceſſary care' 
is at an end. I am now my own maſter too much; 
my houſe is too large; my gardens furniſh too 
much wood and proviſion for my uſe. My ſer- 
vants are ſenſible and tender of me; they have in- 
termarried, and are become rather low friends 
than ſervants: and to all thoſe that I ſee here with 
pleaſure, they take a pleaſure in being uſeful. I 
conclude this is your caſe too in your domeſtic life, 
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and l fomerimes think of your old houfekeeper as 
my nurfe : tho' F tremble at the fea, which only 
divides us. As your fears are nor ſo great as mine, 
and, I firmly Nope, your ſtrength ſtill much great- 

er, is it utterly impoſſible, it might once more be 
ſome pleaſure to you to ſee England ? My fole mo- 
tive of propoſing France to meet in, was the nar. 
rowneſs of the paſſage by fea from hence, the Phy- 
ſicians having told me the weaknefs of my breaſt, 
etc. is ſuch, as a fea ſiekneſs might endanger my 
life. Tho” one or two of. our friends are gone, 
ſince you ſaw your native country, there remain a 
few more who will laſt ſo till death, and who l can- 
not but hope, have. an attractive power to draw 
you back to a Country, which cannot quite be 
ſunk or enſlaved, while ſach ſpirits remain. And 
let me tell yon, there are a few more of the ſame 
ſpirit, who would awaken all your old Ideas, and 
revive your hopes of her future recovery and Vit- 
tue. Theſe look up to you with reverence, and. 
would be animated by the ſight of him at whoſe 
ſoul they have taken fare, in his writings, and de- 
rived from thence as much Love of their ſpecies as 
is conſiſtent with a contempt for the knaves of it. 

I could never be weary, except at the eyes, cf 
writing to you; but my real. reaſon (and a frong 
one it is) for doing it ſo ſeldom, is Fear; Fear of 
a. very great and experienced evil, that of my let- 
ters being kept by the partiality of friends, and 
paſling into the hands, and malice of enemies; 
who publiſh them with all their imperfections on 
tkeir head; ſo that I write not on the commen 
terms of honeſt men. 

Would to God you would come over with Lord 
Qrrery, whoſe care of you in the voyage I could ſo 


certainly depend on; and bring with you your old 
houſekeeper and two or three ſervants. I have 
room for all, a heart for all, and (think what you 
will) a fortune for all. We could, were we toge- 
ther, contrive to make our laſt days eaſy, and leave 
ſome ſort of Monument, what Friends two Wits 
could be in fpite of all the fools in the world. Adieu. 


— * — »— 


LETTER LXXXVI. 


FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Dublin, May 31, 1737. 

T is true, I owe you ſome letters, but it has 

pleaſed God, that I have not been in a condi- 
tion to pay you. When you ſhall be at my age, 
perhaps you may lie under the ſame diſability to 
your preſent or future friends. But my age is not 
my diſability, for I can walk fix or ſeven miles, and 
ride a dozen. But I am deaf for two months toge- 
ther; this deafneſs unqualifies me for all company, 
except a few friends with counter-tenor voices, 
whom I can call names, if they do not ſpeak loud 
enough for my ears. It 1s this evil that hath hin- 
dered me from venturing to the Bath, and to 
Twickenham ; for deafneſs being not- a frequent 
diforder, hath no allowance given it ; and the icur- 
vy figure a man affected that way makes in com- 
pany, is utterly inſupportable. 

It was J began with the petition to you of Orna 
me, and now you come like an unfair merchant to 
charge me with being in your debt ; which by your 
way of reckoning I muſt always be, for vvu's are 
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always guineas, and mine faithings ; and yet IL have 
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a pretence to quarrel with you, becauſe I am not 
at the head of any one of your Epiſtles. I am of- 
ten wondering how you come to excel all mortals 


on the ſubject of Morality, even in the poetical 


way; and ſhould have wondered more, if Nature 
and Education had not made you a profeſſor of it 
from your infancy. ** All the letters I can find of 
« yours, I have faſtened in a folio cover, and the 
< reſt in bundles endorſed : But, by reading their 
dates, I find a chaſm of fix years, of which [| 
% can find no copies; and yet I keep them with 
« all poſſible care: But I have been forced, on 
« three or four occaſions, to ſend all my papers to 
'«« ſome friends; yet thoſe papers were all ſent 
« ſealed in bundles, to ſome faithful friends ; how- 


„ever, what I have are not much above ſixkt. I 


found nothing in any one of them to be left out: 
None of them have any thing to do with Party, of 
which you are the cleareſt of all men by your Re- 
ligion, and the whole tenour of your life ; while ] 
am raging every moment againſt the Corruption of 
both kingdoms, eſpecially of this; ſuch is my 
weakneſs, 

I have read your Epiſtle of Horace to Auguſtus; 
it was ſent me in the Engliſh Edition, as ſoon as it 


could come. They are printing it in a ſmall octavo. 


The curious are looking out, ſome for flattery, 
fome for Ironies in it; the ſour folks think they 


have found out ſome : But your admirers here, | 


mean every man of tafe, affect to be certain, that 
the Profeſſion of friendſhip to me in the ſame poem, 
will not ſuffer you to be thought a Flatterer: My 
happineſs 1s that you are too far engaged, and in 
ſpite of you the ages to come will celebrate me, 
and know you were a friend who loved and eſteem- 
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ed me, although I dyed the object of Court and 


Party hatred. 
Pray, who is that Mr. Glover, who writ the 


Epic Poem called Leonidas, which is re-printing 
here, and hath great vogue? We have frequently 
good Poems of late from London. I have juſt read 
one upon Converſation, and two or three others, 
But the crowd do not incumber you, who, like the 
Orator or Preacher, ſtand aloft, and are ſeen above 
the reſt, more than the whole aſſembly below. 

I am able to write no more; and this is my th ad 
endeavour, which is too weak to finiſh the paper. 
| am, my deareſt friend, yours entirely, as long as I 
can write, or ſpeak, or think. 


J. SWIFT. 


LETTER LXXXVII. 


FROM DR. SWIFT. 


Dublin, July 23, 1937. 
SENT aletter to you ſome weeks ago, which 
my Lord Orrery incloſed in one of his, to which 
| received as yet no anſwer, but it will be time 
enough when his Lordſhip goes over, which will 
be, as he hopes, in about ten days, and then he wilt 
take with him * all the letters I preſerved of yours, 
** which are not above twenty-five. I find there is 
* a great chaſm of ſome years, but the dates are 
more early than my two laſt journeys to Eng- 
* land, which makes-me imagine, that in one of 
** thoſe journeys I carried over another Cargo.” 
But I cannot truſt my memory half an hour ; and 
my diſorders of deafneſs and giddineſs increaſes 
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daily. So that | am declining as faft as it is ea. 
fily poſſible for me, if I were a dozen years older. 

We have had your volume of letters, which, I 
am told, are to be printed here : Some of thoſe who 
kighly eſteem you, and a few who know you per. 
ſonally, are grieved to find you make no diſtinction 
between the Englith Gentry of this Kingdom, and 
the ſavage old Iriſh (who are only the vulgar, and 
ſome Gentlemen who live in the Iriſh parts of the 
Kingdom) but the Engliſh Colonies, who are three 
parts in four, are much more civilized than many 
Counties in England, and ſpeak better Engliſh, 
and are much better bred. And they think it very 
hard, that an American who 1s of the fifth genera- 
tion from England, ſhould be allowed to preſerve 
that title, only becauſe we have been told by ſome 
of them that their names are entered in ſome pariſh 
in London. I have three or four Couſins here who 
were born in Portugal, whoſe parents took the ſame 
care, and they are all of them Londoners. Dr. 
Delany, who, as I take it, is of an Iriſh family, 
came to vifit me three days ago, on purpoſe to com- 
plain of thoſe paſſages in your Letters; he will not 
allow fuch a difference between the two chmates, 
but will aſſert that North-Wales, Northumberland, 
Yorkſhire, and the other Northern Shires have a 
more cloudy ungenial air than any part of Ireland. 
In ſhort, I am afraid your friends and admirers 
here will force you to make a Palinody. 

As for the other parts of your volume of Letters, 
my opinion is that there might be collected from 
them the beft Syſtem that ever was wrote for the 
Conduct of human life, at leaſt to ſhame all reaſon- 
able men out of their Folkies and Vices. It is ſome 
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recommendation of this Kingdom, and of the taſte 
of the people, that you are at leaſt as highly cele- 
brated here as you are at home, If you will blame 
us for Slavery, Corruption, Atheiſm, and ſuch tri- 
fles, do it freely, but include England,. only with 
an addition of every other Vice. with you would 
give orders againk the corruption of Engliſh by 
thoſe Scriblers, Who ſend us over their traſh in 
Proſe and Verſe, with abominable curtailings and 
quaint modernifms.—} am now daily expecting an. 
end of life : 1 have loſt all ſpirit, and every ſcrap 
of health: I ſometimes recover a little of my hear- 
ing, but my head is ever out of order. While [ 
have any ability to hold a commerce with you, 1 


will never be ſilent, and this chancing to be a day 


that I can hold a pen, I wil} drag it as long as I am 
able. Pray let my Lord Orrery fee you often; 
next to ydurſel£ | love no man ſo well; and tell 
him what I ſav, if he viſits you. I have now done, 
for it is evening, and my-head grows worſe. May 
God always prote& you, and preſerve you long, 
for a pattern of Piety and Virtue. | 
Farewell, my deareſt and almoſt only conſtant 
fend. I am ever, at leaſt in my eſteem, honour 
_ affection to you, what I hope you expect me to 
3: 


Your's, etc. 


3 ow 
— — 
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LETTER LXXXVIII. 
FROM DR. SWIFT. 


My dear Friend, | Dublin, "Aug. 8, 1738, 


HAVE yours of July 25, and firſt I deſire you 
will look upon me as a man worn with years, and 
| ſunk by public as well as perſonal vexations, I 
have entirely loſt my memory, uncapable of con- 
verſation by a cruel deafneſs, which has laſted al- 
moſt a year, and I deſpair of any cure. I ſay not 
this to encreaſe your compaſſion (of which you have 
already too great a part) but as an excuſe for my 
not being regular in my Letters to you, and ſome 
few other friends. I have an ill name in the Poſt 
office o! both Kingdoms, which makes the Letters 
addrefed to me not ſeldom miſcarry, or be opened 
and read, and then ſealed in a bungling manner be- 
fore they come to my hands. Our friend Mrs. B. 
is very often in my thoughts, and high in my eſ- 
teem; I deſire, you will be the meſſenger of my 
humble thanks and ſervice to her. That ſuperior 
univerſal Genius you deſcribe, whoſe hand-writing 
I know towards the end of your Letter, hath made 
me both proud and happy! but by what he writes 
I fear he will be too ſoon gone to his Foreſt abroad. 
He began in the Queen's time to be my Patron, 
and then deſcended to be my Friend. 

It is a great Favour of Heaven that your health 
grows better by the addition of years. I have ab- 
ſolutely done with poetry for ſeveral years paſt, and 
even at my beſt times I could produce nothing but 
trifles : 1 therefore reje& your compliments on that 
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ſcore, and it is no compliment in me; for I take 
your ſecond Dialogue that you lately ſent me, to 
equal almoſt any thing you ever writ; although I 
live ſo much out of the world, that I am ignorant 
of the fats and perſons, which, I preſume, are 
rery well known from Temple-bar to St. James's; 
(I mean the Court excluſive.) 

J can faithfully aſſure you, that every letter 
„you have favoured me with, theſe twenty years 
*and more, are ſealed up in bundles, and deli- 
*« vered to Mrs, W „a very worthy, rational, 
* and judicious Couſin of mine, and the only re- 
lation whoſe viſits I can ſuffer: All theſe Letters 
** ſhe is directed to ſend ſafely to you upon my de- 
e geaſe,” 

My Lord Orrery is gone with his Lady to a part 
of her eſtate in the North : She 1s a perſon of very 
good underſtanding as any I know of her ſex. Give 
me leave to write here a ſhort anſwer to my Lord B's 
letter in the laſt page of yours. 


My dear Lord, 


I am infinitely obliged to your Lordſhip for the 
honour of your letter, and kind remembrance of 
me. I do here confeſs that I have more obligati- 
ons to your Lordſhip than to all the world beſides. 
You never deceived me, even when you were a 
great Miniſter of State: and yet J love you ſtill 
more, for your candeſcending to write to me, when 
you had the honour to be an Exile. I can hardly 
hope to live till you publiſh your Hiſtory, and am 
vain enough to wiſh that my name could be 
(queezed in among the few Subalterns, quorum pars 
bar va. fui : If not, I will be revenged, and contrive 


— 
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ſome way to be known to futurity, that J had the 
honour to have your Lordſhip for my beſt Patron ; 
and I will live and die, with the higheſt veneration 
and gratitude, your moſt obedient, etc. 


P. S. I will here in a Poſtſcript correct (if it be 
poſſible) the blunders I have made in my letter, [ 
ſhewed my couſin the above letter, and ſhe aſſures 
me that a great Collection of * your me, 

letters to 
are put up and ſealed, my you 


and in ſome very ſafe hand f. ] 
am, my moſt dear, and honoured Friend, entirely 


yours, 
J. SWIFT. 
Tt 13 now Aug. 24, | 


1738. 


* 'Tis written juſt thus in the Original. The book that ir 
now printed ſeems to be part of the Collection here ſpoken of, 
s it contains not only the Letters of Mr. Pope but of Dr. 
Swift, both to him and Mr. Gay, which were returned him af- 
ter Mr. Gay's death: tho' any mention made by Mr. P. of the 
Return or Exchange of Letters has been induſtriouſly ſuppreſt in 
the Publication, and only appears by ſome of the Anſwers.  P. 


+ THE EARL OF ORRERY TO MR. POPE. 
SIX, 


Jam more and more convinced that your letters art 
neither laßt mor burnt ; but «who the Dean means by a 
ſafe hand in Ireland, is beyond my power of gueſſing, 
though I am particularly acquainted with moſt, if net 
all, of his friends. As I knew you had the recovery if 
thoſe Letters at heart, I took more than ordinary paint, 
to find out where they autre; but my enquiries were lo 
no purpoſe, and, I fear, whoever bas them is too tena- 
cious of them to diſcover where they lie. Mrs. W— 
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« did aſſu e me ſhe had wot one of them, and ſeemed to 
« be under great uncafineſi that you ſhould imagine they 
« were left with her. She likewiſe told me ſhe had 
« fopped the Dean's letter which gave you that infor- 
© mation; but believed he would write ſuch another; 
« and therefore defired me to efſure you, from her, that 
« ſhe was totally ignorant where they were.” 

You may make what uſe you pleaſe, either to the Dean 
vr any other perſon, of what I have told you. I am 
ready to teſtify it; and I think it ought to be known, 
« That the Dean ſays they are delivered into a ſafe 
hand, and Mrs. M declares Se has them not. 
« The Conſequence of their being hereafter publiſhed 
'© may give uneafineſs to ſome of your Friends, and of 
* courſe to you : fo 1 would do all in my power to makes 
t you entirely eaſy iu that print.” 

This is the firſt time I have put pen to paper fince my 
late misfortune,, aud I ſhould jay (as an excaje for this 
litter) that it has coft me ſome pain, did it not alla me 
ar opportunity to aſſure you, that | am, | 

Dear Sir, 
WWith the trueft eſteem, 
Your very faithful and obedient Servant, 
Marſton, OR. 4, 1738. ORRERY. 


* This Lady fince gave Mr. Pope the ſtrongeſt Aſſurances 
that ſhe had uſed her utmoſt Endeavours to prevent the Publi- 
cation; nay, went ſo far as to ſecrete the Book, till it was com- 
manded from her, and delivered to the Dublin Printer : Where- 
upon her Son-in-law, D. Swift, Eſq; icfilted upon writing a 
Preface, to juſtify Mr. P. from having any Knowledge of it, 
and to lay it upon the corrupt Practices of the Printers in Lon- 
don but this he would not agree to, as not knewing the Truth 
of the Fact. P. 
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RALPH ALLEN, Ef. 
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LETTER LXXXIX. 
MR. POPE TO MR. ALLEN. 


Twitnam, April zo, 1736. 
SAW Mr. M. yeſterday who has readily allow- 
ed Mr. V. to copy the Picture. I have enquired 
for the beſt Originals of thoſe two ſubje&s, which, 
I found, were favourite ones with you, and well de- 
ſerve to be ſo, the diſcovery of Joſeph to his Bre- 
thren, and the Reſignation of the Captive by Scipio. 
Of the latter, my Lord Burlington has a fine one 
done by Ricci, and I am promiſed the other in a 
good Print from one of tie chief Italian Painters. 
That of Scipio is of the exact ſize one would wiſh 
for a Baſſo Relievo, in which manner, in my opi- 
nion, you would beſt ornament your Hall, done in 
Chiaro obſcuro. 
A man not only ſhews his Taſte, but his Virtue, 
in the choice of ſuch ornaments : And whatever ex- 
ample moſt ſtrikes us, we may reaſonably imagine 
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may have an influence upon others. 80 that the 
Hiſtory itſelf, if well choſen, upon a rich man's 
walls,-is very often a better leſſon than any he could 
teach by his converſation. In this ſenſe, the Stones 
may be ſaid to ſpeak when Men cannot, or will 
not. I cannot help thinking (and | know you'll 
join with me, you who have been making an Al- 
tar-piece) that the zeal of the firit Reformers was ill- 
placed, in removing pictures (that is to ſay, exam- 
ples) out of Churches; and yet ſuffering Epitaphi 
(that is to ſay, flatteries and falſe hiſtory) to be the 
burden of Church walls, and the ſhame, as well 
as derifion, of all honeſt men. 

[ have heard little yet of the ſubſcription . I 
intend to make a viſit for a fortnight from home to 
Lady Peterborow at Southampton, about the mid- 
dle of May. After my return I will enquire what 
has been done ; and I really believe, what I told 
you will prove true, and I ſhall be honourably ac- 
quitted of a taſk I am not fond of f. 1 have run 
out my leaf, and will only add my ſincere wiſhes 
for your happineſs of all kinds, 

Jam, etc. 


* For his own Edit. of the iſt Vol, of his letters; undertaken 
at Mr. Allen's requeſt. 


+ The printing his letters by ſubſcription, 
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LE.T ISR XC. 
MR. POPE TO MR. ALLEN. 


Southampton, June 5, 1736, 
| fon na rot ſay I thank you for a Letter, which 
proves ſo much friendſhip for me. I have much 
more to ſay upon it than I can, till we meet. But 
in a word, I think your notion of the value of thoſe 
things is greatly too high, as to any ſervice 
they can do to the public; and, as to any advan- 
tage they may do to my own Character, I ought to 
be content with what they have done already. 1 
aſſure you, I do not think it the leaſt of. thoſe advan- 
tages that they have occaſioned me the good will 
(in ſo. great a degree) of ſo worthy a man +. I fear 
2s I muſt rather retrench than add to their number, 
unlefs ! would publiſh my own-commendations) that 
the common run of ſubſcribers would think them- 
ſelves injured by not having every thing, which diſ- 
cretion muſt ſuppreſs ; and this, they (without any 
other conſideration than as buyers of a book) would 
call giving them an imperfect Collection: whereas 
the cnly uſe to my own character, as an Author, of 
ſuch a pablication, would be the ſuppreſſion of ma- 
ny things: and as to my character as a Man, it 
would be but juſt where it is; unleſs I could be ſo 
vain, for it could not be virtuous, to add more and 
more honeſt ſentiments ; which, when done 70 be 
printed, would ſurely be wrong and weak alſo. 


* His Letters. 


+ Mr. Allen's friendſhip with Mr. Pope was contracted on the 
reading his Vol. of Letters, which gave the former the higheſt 
opinion of the other's general benevolence and goodneſs of heart. 
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1 do grant it would be ſome pleaſure to me to ex- 
punge ſeveral idle paſſages, which will otherwiſe, 
if not go down to the next age, paſs, at leaſt, in 
this, for mine ; although many of them were not, 
and, God knows, none of them are my preſent 
ſentiments, but, on the contrary, wholly diſapprov- 
ed by me. 

And I do not flatter you when I fay, that plea 
ſure would be encreafed to me, in knowing ſhould 
do what would pleaſe you. But | cannot. perſuade 
myſelf to let the whole burden, even though it were 
a public good, he upon you, much leſs to ſerve 
my private fame entirely at another's expence “. 

But, underſtand me rightly : Did I belicve half 
ſo well of them as you do, 1 would not ſcruple your 
aſſiſtance ; becauſe I am ſure, that to occaſion you 
to contribute to a real good would be the greateſt 
benefit I could oblige you in. And I hereby pro- 
miſe you, if ever I am ſo happy as to find any juſt 
occaſion where your generoſity and goodneſs may 
unite for ſuch a worthy end, I will not ſcruple to 
draw upon you for any ſum to effett it. . 

As to the preſent affair, that you may be convin- 
ced what weight your opinion and your defires have 
with me, I will do what I have not yet done: I 
will tell my friends I am as willing to publiſh this 
book as to let it alone. And, rather than ſuffer 
you to be taxed at your own rate, will publiſh, in 
the News, next winter, the Propoſals, etc. 

I tell you all theſe particulars to ſhew you how 
willing I am to follow your advice, nay, to accept 
your aſſiſtance in any moderate degree. But I think 


M. Ar. offered to print the Letters at his ownetpence. 
_ 
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you ſhould reſerve ſo great a proof of your benevo- 
lence to a better occaſion. * 

Since 1 wrote laſt, I have found on further enqui- 
ry, that there is another fine picture on the ſubject 
of Scipio and the Captive, by Pietro da Cortona, 
which Sir Paul Methuen has a ſketch of: and, I be- 
lieve, is more expreſſive than that of Ricci, as Pietro 
is famous for expreſſion. I have alſo met with a 
fine print of the diſcovery of Joſeph to his Brethren, 
a deſign, which, I fancy, is of La Sueur, and will 
do perfectly well. Jam, etc. 


LET TEX XCL 
MR. POPE TO MR. ALLEN. 


Nov. 6, 1736. 
[| D O not write too often to you for many reaſons; 
but one, which I think a good one, is, that 
Friends ſhould be left to think of one another for 
certain intervals without too frequent memorandums: 
it is an exerciſe of their friendſhip, and a trial of 
their memory: and moreover to be perpetually re- 
peating aſſurances, is both a needleſs and ſuſpici- 
ous kind of treatment with ſuch as are fincere : not 
to add the tautology one muſt be guilty of, who can 
make out ſo many idle words as to fill pages with 
ſaying one thing. For all is ſaid in this word, J 
am truly yours. 

I am now as buſy in planting for myſelf as I was 
lately in planting for another. And I thank God 
for every wet Day and for every Fog, that gives 
me the head ach, but proſpers my works. They 
will indeed outlive me (if they do not die in their 
Travels from place to place; for my Garden, like 
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my Life, ſeems to me, every day to want correcti- 
on, | hope, atleaſt, for the better) but I am pleaſe 
ed to think my Trees will afford ſhade and fruit to 
others, when I ſhall want them no more. And it 
is no ſort of grief to me, that thoſe others will not 
be Things of my own poor body: But it is enough, 
they are Creatures of the ſame Species, and made 
by the ſame hand that made me. | with (if a wiſh 
would tranſport me) to ſee you in the ſame employ. 
ment: and it is no partiality even to you, to ſay it 
would be as pleaſing to the full to me, if I could im- 
prove your works as my Own. 

Talking of works, mine in proſe are above three 
quarters printed, and will be a book of fifty and 
more ſheets in quarto. As I find, what I imagin» 
ed, the ſlowneſs of ſubſcribers, I will do all I can 
to diſappoint you in particular, and intend to pub. 
lin in January, when the town fills, an Advertiſe- 
ment, that the book will be delivered by Lady-day, 
to oblige all that will ſubſcribe, to do it. In the 
mean time J have printed Receipts, which put an 
end to any perſons delaying upon pretence of doubt, 
by determining that time. I fend you a few that 
vou may ſee 1 am in earneſt, endeavouring all I can 
to ſave your money, at the ſame time that nothing 
can leſſen the obligation to me. 

| thank God for your health and for my own, 
which is better than uſual, 


Iam, etc, 


Vor. VI. hs 
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LETTER XCI. 
MR. POPE TO MR. ALLEN. 


June 8, 1737, 
1 WAS very ſorry to hear how much concern your 
humanicy and friendſhip betrayed you into upon 
the falſe report which occafioned your grief. I am 
now ſo well, that I ought not to conceal it from 
you, as the juſt reward of your goodneſs which 
made you ſuffer for me. Perhaps when a Friend is 
really dead (if he knows our concern for him) he 
knows us to be as much miſtaken in our forrow as 
you now were: ſo that, what we think a real evil 
is, to ſuch ſpirits as ſee things truly, no more of 
moment than a mere imaginary one. It is equally 
as God pleafes ; let us think or call it good or 
evil. 
. I wiſh the world would let me give myſelf more 
to ſuch people in it as I like, and diſcharge me of 
half the honours which perſons of higher rank be- 
ſtow on me; and for which one generally pays 2 
little too much of what they cannot beftow, Time 
and Life. Were J arrived to that happier circum- 
ſtance, you would ſee me at Widcombe, and not at 
—_ But whether it will be as much in my power 
as in my wiſh, God knows. I can only fay, | 
think of it with the pleaſure and ſincerity becom- 


ing one who is, etc. 
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LETTER XACUL 
MR. POPE TO MR. ALLEN. 


Nov. 24, 1737. 
HE event of this week or fortnight has 
filled every body's mind and mine ſo much, 
that I could not get done what you deſired as to Dr. 
P. but as ſoon as I can get home, where my books 
lie, I will ſend them to Mr. K. The death of great 
perſons is ſuch a ſort of ſurprize to all, as every 
one's death is to himſelf, tho' both ſhould equally 
be expected and prepared for, We begin ta eſteem 
and commend our ſuperiors, at the time that we p- 
ty them, becauſe then they ſeem not above our- 
ſelves. The Queen ſhewed, by the confeſſion of 
all about her, the utmoſt firmneſs and temper to her 
laſt moments, and through the courſe of great tar- 
ments. What character hiſtorians will allow her, 
do not know; but all her domeſtic ſervants, and 
thoſe neareſt her, give her the beſt teſtimony, that 
of ſincere tears. But the public is always hard; ri- 
gid at beſt, even when juſt, in its opinion of any 
one. The only pleafure which any one, either of 
high or low rank, muſt depend upon receiving, is 
in the candour or partiality of friends, and that 
ſmall circle we are converſant in: and it is there- 
fore the greateſt ſatis faction to ſuch as wiſh us well, 
to know we enjoy that, I therefore thank you par- 
tticularly for telling me of the continuance or rather 
increaſe of thoſe bleſſings which make your domeſ- 


* The Queen's death. This tribute to her memory does her 
greater honour than the moſt ſolemn Pant gyric. 
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tic life happy. I have nothing ſo good to add, a; 
to aſſure you I pray for it, and am always faithfully 
and afteQionately, etc, 


*— 


LETTER XCIV. 
MR. POPE TO MR. ALLEN, 


Twickenham, April 28, 1738, 
| ab is a pain to me to hear your old complaint is ſo 
troubleſome to you; and the ſhare | have born 
and ſtill bear too often, in the ſame complaint, 
gives me a very feeling ſenſe of it. I hope we agree 
in every other ſenſation beſides this ; for your heart 
is always right, whatever your body may be. I will 
venture to ſay, my body 1s the worſt part of me, or 
God have mercy on my ſoul. I cannot help telling 
you the rapture you accidentally gave the poor wo- 
man (for whom you left a Guinea, on what I told 
you of my finding her at the end of my garden) 1 
had no notion of her want being ſo great, as I then 
told you, when | gave her half a one. But J find! 
have a pleaſure to come, for I will allow her ſome- 
thing yearly, and that may be but one year, for, 
think, by her looks ſhe is not leſs than eighty, | 
am determined to take this charity out of your 
hands, which, I know, you'll think hard upon 
you. But ſo it ſhall be. 
Pray tell me if you have any objection to my put- 
"ting your name into a poem of mine (incidentally, 
not at all going out of the way for it) provided ] ſay 
ſomething of you, which moſt people would take ill, 
for example, that you are no man of high birth or 
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quality ? You muſt be perfectly free with me on 
this, as on any, nay, on eve: y other occaſion, 

I have nothing to add but my wiſhes for your 
health : every other enjoyment you will provide 
for yourſelf, which becomes a reaſonable man. 
Adieu. 


— — — — 
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I am, etc. 
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Jan. 20, 

OUGHT ſooner to have acknowledged yours ; 
but I have been ſeverely handled by my Aſthma, 
and, at the ſame time, hurried by buſineſs that gave 
an increaſe to it by catching cold. I am truly ſorry 
to find that neither yours nor Mrs. A's diſorder is 
totally removed : but God forbid your pain ſhould 
continue to return every day, which is worſe by 
much than I expected to hear. I hope your next 
will give me a better account. Poor Mr. Bethel too 
is very ill in Yorkſhire. And, I do aſſure you, 
there are no two men I wiſh better to. I have known 
and eſteemed him for every moral virtue theſe twen- 
ty years and more. He has all the charity, without 
any of the weakneſs of z and, I firmly believe, 
never ſaid a thing he did not think, nor did a thing 
he could not tell. I am concerned he is in ſo cold 
and remote a place as in the Wolds of Yorkſhire, 
at a hunting ſeat, If he lives till ſpring, he talks 
of returning to London, and, if I poſſibly can, I 
would get him to lye out of it at Twickenham, 
R 3 


Ne ia, 
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though we went backward and forward every day in 
a warm coach, which would be the propereſt exer. 
eiſe for both of us, ſince he is become ſo weak as 
to be deprived of riding a horſe. 

L. Bolingbroke ſtays a month yet, and I hope Mr, 
Warburton will come to town before he goes. They 
will both be pleaſed to meet each other; and no- 
thing in all my life, has been ſo great a pleaſure to 
my nature, as to bring deſerving and knowing men 
together. It is the greateſt favour that can be done, 
either to great genius's or uſeful men. I wiſh too, 
he were a while in town, if it were only to lye a lit- 
tle in the way of ſome proud and powerful perſons, 
to ſee if they have any of the beſt ſort of pride left, 
namely, to ſerve learning and merit, and by that 
means diſtinguith themſelves from their predeceſ- 
fors. ] am, etc. 


— — 


LETTER XCVI. 


MR. POPE TO MR. ALLEN. 


March 6. 
THANK you very kindly for yours. I am ſure 
we ſhall meet with the ſame hearts we ever met ; 
and I could wiſh it were at Twickenham, though 
only to ſee you and Mrs. Allen twice there inſtead 
of once. But as matters have turned out, a decent 
obedience to the government has fince obhged me 
to reſide here, ten miles out of the capital; and 
therefore I muſt ſee you here or no where, Let that 
be an additional reafon for ybur coming and ſtaying 
what time you can. 
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The utmoſt I can do, I will venture to tell you in 
your ear. I may ſlide along the Surry fide (where 
no Middleſex juſtice can pretend any cognizance) to 
Batterſea, and thence croſs the water for an hour or 
two, in a cloſe chair, to dine with you, or ſo. But 
to be in town, I fear, will be imprudent, and 
thought inſolent. At leaſt, hitherto, all comply 
with the proclamation *, 

| write thus early, that you may let me know if 
your day continues, and I will have every room 1n 
my houſe as warm for you as the owner always would 
be. It may poſſibly be that I ſhall be taking the 
ſecret flight I{peakof to Batterſea, before you come, 
with Mr. Warburton, whom have promiſed to make 
known to the only great man in Europe, who knows 
4 much as He. And from thence we may return 
the 16th, or any day, hather, and meet you, with- 
out fail, if you fix your day. 

[ would not make ill health come into the ſcale, 
as to keeping me here (tho', in truth, it now bears 
very hard upon me again, and the leaſt accident of 
cold, or motion almoſt, throws me into a very dan- 
gerous and fuffering condition.) God ſend you long 
Hfe, and an eaſier enjoyment of your breath than 1 
now can expect, I fear, etc. | 


On the Invaſion, at that time threatened from France and 


the Pretender. 
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MR. WARBURTON. 


LETTE R XCVIL 


April 11, 1739. 

HAVE juſt received from Mr. R. two more of 
your Letters *. It is in the greateſt hurry ima- 
ginable that I write this, but I cannot help thanking 
you in particular for your Third Letter, which is ſo 
extremely clear, ſhort, and full, that I think Mr. 
Crouſaz + ought never to have another anſwer, 
and deſerved not ſo good an one. I can only ſay, 
you do him too much honour, and me too much 
right, ſo odd as the expreſſion ſeems, for you have 
made my ſyſtem as clear as | ought to have done 
and could not. It is indeed the ſame ſyſtem as 
mine, but illuſtrated with a ray of your own, as 


* Commentaries on the Eſſay on Man. N 
+ A Swiſs profeſſor who wrote remarks upon the phil. ſophy 
of that Eſſay. 
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they ſay our natural body is the ſame ſtill when it 


is glorified. I am ſure I like it better than I did 


before, and ſo willevery man elſe. I know I meant 
juſt what you explain, but I did not explain my 
own meaning ſo well as you. You underſtand me 
as well as I do myſelf, but you expreſs me better 
than I could expreſs myſelf. Pray accept the fin- 
cereſt acknowledgments. I cannot but wiſh theſe 
letters were put together in one book, and intend 
(with your leave) to procure a tranſlation of part, 
at leaſt, or of all of them into French * ; but I ſhall 
not proceed a ſtep without your conſent and opini- 
on, etc. 


— 
— — 


LETTER XCVIL. 


May 26, 1739. 
HE diſſipation in which I am obliged to live 
through many degrees of civil obligation, 
which ought not to rob a man of himſelf who paſ- 
ſes for an independent one, and yet make me every 
body's ſervant more than my own: This, Sir, is 
the occaſion of my filence to you, to whom I reallp 
have more obligation than to almoit any man, By 
writing, indeed, I propoſed no more than to tell 
you my ſenſe of it: As to any corrections of your 
Letters, 1 could make none, but what reſulted from 
inverting the Order of them, and thoſe expreſſions 
relating to myſelf which I thought exaggerated. [ 
could not find a word to alter in the laſt Letter, 


* They were all tranſlate: into that language by a French 
gentleman of condition, who is now ina very eminent ſtation in 
bis own country. R 5 
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which T returned immediately to the Bookſeller, 
I muſt particularly thank you for the mention you 
have made of me in your Poſtſcript ® to the lat 
Edition of the Legarion of Moſes. I am much more 
pleaſed with a compliment that links me to a vir- 
tuous Man, and by the beſt ſimilitude, that of a 
good mind (even a better and ftronger tye than the 
fimilitude of ſtudies) than I could be proud of any 
other whatſoever. May that independency, chari- 
ty, and competency attend you, which ſets a good 
prieſt above a biſhop, and truly makes his For- 

tune; that is, his happineſs in this life as well as in 
the other. 


LETTER KXCIX. 


Twickenham, Sept. 20, 1739. 

RECEIVE with great pleafure the paper you 
ſent me; and yet with greater, the proſpect you 
give me of a nearer acquaintance with yon when 
you come to Town. I ſhall hope what part of your 
time you can afford me, amongſt the number of 
thoſe who eſteem you, will be paſt rather in this 
place than in London; fince it is here only I live 
as I ought, mihi et amicis. I therefore depend on 
your promiſe ; and ſo much as my conſtitution fuf- 
fers by the winter, I yet affare yon, fuch an acqui- 
fition will make the ſpring much the more welcome 


He means, a Vindication of the Aut her of the Divine L. 
ration, *gainiſt ſome papers in the Weekiy Miſcellany : in which 

the Ke itor applied to himſelf thoſe lines in the Epiltle to Dr. 
Aibuthoot. 


Me lit the tender cſice ling engage, etc. 
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to me, when it is to bring you hither, cam eee 
et hirundine prima. 

As ſoon as Mr. R. can tranſmit to me an entire 
copy of your Letters, I wiſh he had your leave fo to 
do; that I may put the book into the hands of a 
French gentleman to tranſlate, who, I hope, will 
not ſubje& your work to as much ill-grounded cri- 
ticiſm as my French tranſlator * has ſubjected mine. 
In earneſt, 1 am extremely obliged to you, for thus 
eſpouſing the cauſe of a ſtranger whom you judged 
to be injured ; but my part, in this ſentiment, is 
the leaſt. The generoſity of your conduct deſerves 
eſteem, your zeal for truth deſerves affection from 
every candid man: And as ſuch, were T wholly out 
of the cafe, I ſhould efteem and love you for it. 1 
will not therefore uſe you fo ill as to write in the 
general ſtyle of compliment; it is below the dig- 
nity of the occaſion: and I can only ſay (which 1 
ſay with fincerity and warmth) that you have made 
me, etc. 


r 
ä 


LETTER &. 


Jan. 4, 1739. 

T is a real truth that I ſhould have written to 
you oftner, if I had not a great reſpect for you, 
and owed not a great debt to you. But it may be 
no unneceſlary thing to let you know that moſt of 
my friends alſopay you their thanks ; and ſome of 
the moſt knowing, as well as moſt candid Judges 
think me as much beholden to you as I think my- 


* Reſnel, on whoſe faulty and abſurd tranſatizn Crouſaz 
tounded his moſt plauſible objections. 
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ſelf. Your Letters + meet from ſuch with the Ap- 
probation they merit, and I have been able to find 
but two or three very ſlight Inaccuracies in the 
whole book, which 1 have, upon their obſervation, 
altered in an exemplar which I keep againſt a ſe- 
cond Edition. My very uncertain ſtate of health, 
which is ſhaken more and more every winter, drove 
me to Bath and Briitol two months fince ; and [ 
ſhall not return towards London till February, 
But I have received nine or ten Letters from thence 
on the ſucceſs of your Book f, which they are earn- 
eſt to have tranſlated, One of them is begun in 
France. A French gentleman, about Monſieur 
Cambis the Ambaſſador, hath done the greateſt 
part of it here. But I will retard the impreſſion 
till I have your directions, or till I can. have the 
pleaſure | earneſtly with for, to meet you in town, 
where you gave me ſome hopes you ſomcumes paſt 
a part of the ſpring, for the beſt reaſon, I know, 
of ever viſiting it, the converſation of a few 
Friends. Pray, ſuffer me to be what you have 
made me, one of them, and let my houſe have its 
ſhare of you : or, if I can any way be inſtrumental 
in accommodating you in town during your ſtay, 
I have lodgings and a hbrary or two in my diſpo- 
ſal; which, | believe, I need not offer to a man to 
whom all libraries ought to be open, or to one who 
wants them fo little; but that 'tis poſſible you may 
be as much a ſtranger to this town, as | wiſh with 
all my heart | was. I ſee by certain ſquibs in the 


+ On the Eſſay on Man. 
I The Commentary on the Eſſay on Man, 
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Miſcellauies * that you have as much of the uncha- 
ritable ſpirit poured out upon you as the Author 
you defended from Crouſaz. I only wiſh you gave 
them no other anſwer than that of the ſun to the 
frogs, ſhining out, in your ſecond book, and the 
completion of your argument. No man 1s, as he 
ought to be, more, or ſo much, a friend to your me- 
rit and character, as, Sir, 

, Your, etc. 


— 


— 
—— 


LETT EX CT. 


Jan. 17, 1739-40. 

HOUGH | writ to you two poſts ago, I 
ought to acknowledge now a new and unex- 
pected favour of the Remarks on the fourth Epiſ- 
tle +; which (though I find by yours attending 
them, they were ſent laſt month) I received but 
this morning. This was occaſioned by no fault of 
Mr. R. but the neglect, I believe, of the perſon, to 
whoſe care he conſigned them. I have been full 
three months about Bath and Briſtol, endeavouring 
to amend a complaint which more or leſs has trou- 
bled me all my life : I hope the regimen this has 
obliged me to, will make the remainder of it more 
philoſophical, and improve my reſignation to part 
with it at laſt, I am preparing to return home, 
and ſhall then reviſe what my French gentleman 
has done, and add zhis to it. He is the ſame per- 
ſon who tranſlated the Z/ay into proſe, which Mr. 


* The Weekly Miſcellany, by Dr. Webſter, Dr. Water- 
land, Dr. Stebbing, Mr. Venn, and others. 


＋ Of the Eſay «in Max. 
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Crouſaz ſhould have profited by, who I am really 
afraid, when 1 lay the circumſtances all together, 
was moved to his proceeding in ſo very unreaſona- 
ble a way, by ſome malice either of his own, or 
ſome other's, though I was very willing, at firſt, 
to impute it to 1gnorance or prejudice. I ſee no- 
thing to be added to your work; only ſome com- 
mendatory Deviations from the Argument itſelf, 
in my favour, I ought to think might be omitted, 

I muſt repeat my urgent defire to be previouſly 
acquainted with the preciſe time of your viſit to 
London ; that I may have the pleaſure to meet a 
man in the manner l would, whom I muſt eſteem 
one of the greateſt of my Benefactors. I am, with 
the moſt grateful and affectionate regard, etc. 


— 


LETTER Cll. 


— 
— 


April 16, 1740. 

O U could not give me more pleaſure than by 

your ſhort letter, which acquaints me that 1 

may hope to ſee you ſo ſoon. Let us meet like 
men who have been many years acquainted with 
each other, and whoſe friendſhip is not to begin, 
but continue. All forms ſhould be paſt, when peo- 
ple know each other's mind ſo well: I flatter my- 
ſelf you are a man after my own heart, who ſeeks 
content only from within, and ſays to greatneſs, 
Tuas habeto tibi res, egomet habebo meas. But as it 1s 
but juſt your other friends ſhould have ſome part 
of you, I inſiſt on my making you the firſt viſit in 
London, and thence, after a few days, to carry you 
to Twickenham, for as many as you can afford me. 
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If the preſs be to take up any part of your time, 
the ſheets may be brought you hourly thither by 
my waterman : and you will have more leiſure to 
attend to any thing of that fort than in town. I 
believe alſo I have moft of the Books you can want, 
or can eaſily borrow them. I earneſtly defire a line 
may be left at Mr. R's, where and when [ ſhall call 
upon you, which I will daily enquire for, whether 
] chance to be here, or in the country. Believe 
me, Sir, with the trueſt regard, and the ſincereſt 
wiſh to deſerve, 


Your's, etc. 


LETTER CI. 


Twickenham, June 24, 1740. 

T is true that I am a very unpunctual correſ- 
pondent, though no unpunQual agent or friend; 
and that, in the commerce of words, I am both 
poor and lazy. Civility and Compliment gene- 
rally are the goods that letter-writers exchange, 
which, with honeſt men, ſeems a kind of illicite 
trade, by having been for the moſt part carried on, 
and carried furtheſt by deſigning men. I am there- 
fore reduced to plain enquiries, how my friend 
does, and what he does ? and to repetitions, which 
I am afraid to tire him with, how much I lowe him. 
Your two kind letters gave me real ſatisfaction, in 
hearing you were ſafe and well; and in ſhewing me 
you took kindly my unaffected endeavours to prove 
my eſteem ſor you, and delight in your converſati- 
on. Indeed my languid ftate of health, and fre- 
quent deficiency of ſpirits, together with a number 
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of diſſipations. et aliena negotia centum, all conſpite 
to throw a faintneſs and coo] appearance over my 
conduct to thoſe I beſt love; which I perpetually 
feel, and grieve at: But in earneſt, no man is more 
deeply touched with merit in general, or with par. 
ticular merit towards me, in any one. You ought 
therefore in both views to hold yourſelf what you 
are to me in my opinion and affection; ſo high in 
each, that I may perhaps ſeldom attempt to tell it 
you. The greateſt juſtice, and favour too that you 
can do me, 1s to take it for granted, 

Do not therefore commend my talents, but in- 
ſtrut me by your own. I am not really learned 
enough to be a judge in works of the nature and 
depth of yours. But I travel through your book as 
through an amazing ſcene of ancient Egypt or 
Greece ; ſtruck with veneration and wonder ; but 
at every ſtep wanting an inſtructor to tell me all ! 
wiſh to know. Such you prove to me in the walks 
of antiquity ; and ſuch you will prove to all man- 
kind: but with this additional character, more than 
any other ſearcher into antiquities, that of a genius 
equal to your pains, and of a taſte equal to your 
learning. 

am obliged greatly to you, for what you have 
projected at Cambridge, in relation to my Eſſay *; 
but more for the motive which did originally, and 
does conſequentially in a manner, animate all your 
goodneſs to me, the opinion you entertain of my 
honeſt intention in that piece, and your zeal to de- 
monſtrate me no irreligious man. I was very ſin- 
cere with you in what I told you of my own opi- 


* Mr. Pope deſired the editor to procure a good tranſlation 
ef the Eſay on Man into latin proſe, 
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nion of my own character as a poet, and, I think, 
may conſcientiouſly ſay, I ſhall die in it. I have 
nothing to add, but that I hope ſometimes to hear 
you are well, as you ſhall certainly now and then 
hear the beſt I can tell you of myſelf. 


—B 


LET TAR CIT 


Oct. 27, 1740. 

AM grown fo bad a correſpondent, partly thro? 
the weakneſs of my eyes, which has much in- 
creaſed of late, and partly through other diſagree- 
able accidents (almoſt peculiar to me) that my old- 
eſt as well as beſt friends are reaſonable enough to 
excuſe me. I know you are of the number who 
deſerve all the teſtimonies of any ſort, which I can 
give you of eſteem and friendſhip ; and I confide in 
you, as a man of candour enough, to know it can- 
not be otherwiſe, if I am an honeſt one. So I will 
ſay no more on this head, but proceed to thank you 
for your conſtant memory of whatever may be ſer- 
viceable or reputable to me. The Tranſlation “ 
you are a much better judge of than I, not only 
becauſe you underſtand my work better than I do 
myſelf, but as your continued familiarity with the 
learned languages, makes you infinitely more a 
maſter of them. I would only recommend that the 
Tranſlator's attention to Tully's Latinity may not 
preclude his uſage of ſome Terms which may be 
more preciſe in modern philoſophy than ſuch as he 
euld ſerve himſelf of, eſpecially in matters meta- 


* Of his Eſay en Mas into latin proſe. 
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phyſical. I think this ſpecimen cloſe enough, and 
clear alſo, as far as the claflical phraſes allow; 
from which yet I would rather he ſometimes devi- 
ated, than ſuffered the ſenſe to be eicher dubious 
or clouded too much. You know my mind per- 
fectly as to the intent of ſuch a verſion, and I would 
have it accompanied with your own remarks tranſlat- 
ed, ſuch only I mean as are general, or explanatory 
of thoſe paſſages which are conciſe to any degree of 
obſcurity, or which demand perhaps too minute an 
attention in the reader. 

I have been unable to make the journey I de- 
ſigned to Oxford, and Lord Bathurſt's, where 1 
hoped to have made you of the party. I am going 
to Bath for near two months. Yet pray let nothing 
hinder me ſometimes from hearing you are well, 
] have had that contentment from time to time from 
Mr. G. 

Scriblerus * will or will not be publiſhed, ac- 
cording to the event of ſome other papers coming, 
or not coming out, which 1t will be my utmoſt en- 
deavour to hinder f. I will not give you the pain 
of acquainting you what they are. Your ſimile of 
B. and his nephew, would make an excellent epi- 
gram. But all Satire is become ſo ineffeQual 
(when the laſt ſtep that Virtue can ſtand upon, 
Fame, is taken away) that Epigram muſt expect to 
do nothing even in its own little province, and upon 
its own little ſubjects. Adieu. Believe l wiſh you 
nearer us; the only power I wiſh, is that of attach- 


*The Memoirs of Scriblerus, 
+ The letters publiſhed by Dr. Swift. 
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ing, and at the ſame time ſupporting, ſuch conge- 
nial bodies as you are to, dear Sir, 
Your, etc. 


DPDETTERCY: 


Bath, Feb. 4, 1740-1. 
F I had not been made by many accidents ſo 
ſick of letter-writing, as to be almoſt afraid of 
the ſhadow of my own pen, you would be the per- 
ſon I ſhould oftneſt pour myſelf out to: indeed for 
a good reaſon, for you have given me the ſtrongeſt 
proofs of underſtanding, and accepting my mean- 
ing in the beſt manner; and of the candour of your 
heart, as well as the clearneſs of your head. My 
vexations I would not trouble you with,” but I muſt 
jaſt mention the two greateſt I now have. They 
have. printed in Ireland, my letters to Dr. Swift, 
and (which is the ſtrangeſt circumſtance) by his 
own content and direction “, without acquainting 
me till it was done. The other is one that will 
continue with me till ſome proſperous event to your 
ſervice ſhall bring us nearer to each other. I am 
not content with thoſe glympſes of you, which a 
ſhort ſpring viſit affords; and from which you carry 
nothing away with you but my ſighs and wiſhes, 
without any real benefit. 
I am heartily glad of the advancement of your 
ſecond Volume 4 ; and particularly of the Digreſtons, 


If, B. This was the ſtrongeſt reſentment he ever expreſſed 
of this indiſcretion of his old friend, as being perſuaded that it 
proceeded from no ill - will to him, tho! it expoſed him to the ill- 
will of others. * 


T Of the Divine Legation, 
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for they are /o much more of you ; and I can truft 
your judgment enough to depend upon their being 
pertinent. You will, I queſtion not, verify the 
good proverb, that the furtheſt way about, is the 
neareit way home: and much better than plung- 
ing through thick and thin, more Theologorum; and 
perſiſting in the ſame old track, where ſo many 
have either broken their necks, or come off very 
lamely. 

This leads me to thank you for that very enter. 
taining, and, I think, inſtructive ſtory of Dr, W“, 
who was, in this, the image of““, who never ad- 
mit of any remedy from a hand they diſlike, But 
I am ſorry he had ſo much of the modern Chriſtian 
rancour, as, I believe, he may be convinced by 
this time, that the kingdom of Heaven is not for 
ſuch. | 

I am juſt returning to London, and ſhall the more 
impatiently expect your book's appearance, as I 
hope you will follow it; and that I may have as 
happy a month through your means as I had the laſt 
ſpring. 

Jam, etc. 


/ 


— 


LETTER Cl. 


April 14, 1741, 

OV are every way kind to me; in your par- 
tiality to what is tolerable in me ; and in your 
freedom where you find me in an error. Such, | 
own, is the inſtance given of You owe me 
much friendſhip of this latter ſort, having been tos 
profuſe of the former. 
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I think every day a week till you come to town, 
which Mr. G. tells me, will be in the beginning of 
the next month: When, I expect, you will con- 
trive to be as beneficial to me as you can, by paſ- 
ſing with me as much time as you can: every day 
of which it will be my fault if I do not make of 
ſome uſe to me, as well as pleaſure, This is all [ 
have to tell you, and, be aſſured, my ſincereſt eſ- 
teem and affection are yours. 


_— 


—— - 


LETTER Cl. 


Twitenham, Aug. 12, 1741. 

HE general indiſpoſition I have to writing, 
unleſs upon a belief of the neceſſity or uſe of 

it, muſt plead my excuſe in not doing it to you, I 
know eit is not (I feel it is not) needful to repeat 
aſſurances of the true and conſtant friendſhip and 
eſteem I bear you, Honeſt and ingenuous minds 
are ſure of each other's; the tye is mutual and ſo- 
lid, The uſe of writing letters reſolves wholly into 
the gratification given and received in the know- 
ledge of each other's welfare: Unleſs 1 ever ſhould 
be ſo fortunate (and a rare fortune it would be) to 
be able to procure, and acquaint you of, ſome real 
benefit done you by wy means. But fortune ſel- 
dom ſuffers one diſintereſted man to ſerve another. 
'Tis too much an inſult upon her to let two of 
thoſe who moſt deſpiſe her favours, be happy in 
them at the ſame time, and in the ſame inſtance. 
I with for nothing ſo much at her hands, as that 
the would permit ſome great Perſon or other to re- 
move you nearer the banks of the Thames ; tho? 
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very lately a nobleman whom you eſteem much 
more than you know, had deſtined, etc,— 

I thank you heartily for your hints; and am 
afraid if I had more of them, not on this only, but 
on other ſubjects, I ſhould break my reſolution, 
and become an author anew : nay a new author, 
and a better than [ yet have been; or God forbid 
I ſhould go on jingling only the ſame bells! 

I have received ſome chagrin at the delay of your 
Degree at Oxon *. As for mine, I will die before 
] receive one, in an art | am ignorant of, at a place 
where there remains any ſcruple of beſtowing one 
on you, in a ſcience of which you are fo great a 
maſter. In ſhort, | will be doQtored with you, or 
not at all. I am ſure, wherever honour is not con- 
ferred on the deſerving, there can be none given 
to the undeſerving ; no more from the hands of 
Prieſts, than of Princes. Adieu. God give you 
all true Bleſſings. 


* This relates to an accidental affair which happened this 
ſammer, in a ramble that Mr. P. and Mr. W. took together, 
in which Oxford fell in their way, where they parted; Mr. P. 
after one day's ſtay going weltward, and Mr. W. who ftaid a 
day after him, to viſit the dean of C. C. returning to London. 
On this day the Vic<-chancellor, the Rev. Dr. L. ſent him a 
meſſage to his lodgings, by a perſon of eminence in that place, 
with an uſual compliment, te know if a Doctor's degree in Di- 
vinity would be acceptable to him; to which ſuch an anſwer 
was returned as ſo civil a meſſage deſerved, About this time 
Mr. Pope had the fame offer made him of a Doctor's degree in 
Law. And to the iſſue of that unaſked and unſought compli- 
ment theſe words allude. 
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LETTER CVIl. 


Sept. 20, 1741. 
T is not my friendſhip, but the diſcernment of 
that nobleman * I mentioned, which you are to 
thank for his intention to ſerve you. And his 
judgment is ſo uncontroverted, that it would really 
be a pleaſure to you to owe him any thing ; in- 
ſtead of a ſhame, which often is the caſe in the fa- 
vours of men of that rank. I am ſorry I can only 
with you well, and not do myſelf honour in doing 
you any good. But I comfort myſelf when I reflect, 
few men could make you happier, none more de- 
ſerving than you have made yourſelf. 
don't know how I have been betrayed into a 
paragraph of this kind. I aſk your pardon, though 
it be truth, for ſaying ſo much. 
If I can prevail on myſelf to compleat + the 
Dunciad, it will be publiſhed at the ſame time with 
a general edition of all my Verſes (for Poems I will 
not call them) and, I hope, your Friendſhip to me 
will be then as well known, as my being an Au- 
thor ; and go down together to Poſterity : I mean 
to as much of Poſterity as poor moderns can reach 
to; where the Commentator (as uſual) well lend a 
crutch to the weak Poet to help him to limp a little 
further, than he could on his own feet. We ſhall 
take our degree together in fame, whatever we do 


* Lord Cheſterfield. 


Þ+ He had then communicated his intention to the Editor, of 
adding a fourth book to it, in purſuance of the Editor's Ad- 
vice. 
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at the Univerſity: And [ tell you once more +, | 
will not have it there without you. —— 


; 


LATTER, CIX. 


— 


Bath, Nov. 12, 1741. 


AM always naturally ſparing of my letters to 
my Friends; for a reaſon I think a great one; 
that it is needleſs after experience, to repeat aſſu- 
rances of Friendſhip ; and no leſs irkſome to be 
ſearching for words, to expreſs it over and over, 
But I have more calls than one for this letter, 
Firft, to expreſs a ſatisfaction at your reſolution 
not to keep up the ball of diſpute with Dr. M. tho), 
I am fatisfied, you could have done it; and to tell 
you that Mr. L. is pleaſed at it too, who writes me 
word upon this occaſion, that he muſt infinitely ef- 
teem a Divine and an Author who loves Peace bet- 
ter than Victory. Secondly, I am to recommend 
to you as an author, a bookſeller in the room of the 
honeſt one you have loſt, Mr. G. and | know none 
who is ſo worthy, and has ſo good a title in that 
character to ſucceed him as Mr. Knapton: But 
my third motive of now troubling you is my own 


+ This was occaſioned by the Editor's requeſting him not to 
fight the honour ready to be done him by tlie Univerſity : and 
elpecially, not to decline it on the Editor's account, who had 
no reaſon to thiok the affront done him of complimenting him 
with an offer and then contriving to evade it, the act of that il- 
luſtrious body, but the exploit of two or three particulate, the 
creatures of a man in power, and the ſlaves of their own pafſions 
and prejudices, However Mr. P. could not be prevailed on to 
accept of any honours from them, and his reſen ment of this 
low trick gave birth to the celebrated lines, of Apollo's Mayer 
and Aldermen, ia the fourth Dunciad. 
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proper intereſt and pleaſure. I am her2 in more 
leiſure than [ can poſſibly enjoy even in my own 
houſe, wacare literis. It 1s at this place, that your 
exhortations may be moſt effectual, to make me re- 
ſune the ſtudies I have almoſt laid aſide, by perpe- 
tu;.! avocations and diſſipatious. If it were practi- 
cable for you to paſs a month or ſix weeks from 
home, it is here I could wiſh to be with you: And 
if you would attend to the continuation of your 
own noble work, or unbend to the idle amuſement 
of commenting upon a poet, who has no other me- 
rit, than that of aiming by his moral ſtrokes to 
merit ſome regard from ſuch men as advance Truth 
and Virtue in a more effectual way; in either caſe, 
this place and this houſe would be an inviolable 
aſylum to you, from all you would defire to avoid, 
in ſo public a ſcene as Bath. The worthy man 
who is the maſter of it invites you in the ſtrongeſt 
terms; and is one who would treat you with love 
and veneration, rather than what the world calls 
civility and regard. He is ſincerer and plainer 
than almoſt any man now in this world, antignis mo- 
ribus, If the waters of the Bath may be ſetvicea- 
ble to your complaints (as I believe from what you 
have told me of them) no opportunity can ever be 
better. It is juſt the beſt ſeaſon. We are told the 
Biſhop of Saliſbury is expeRed here daily, who, I 
know, is your friend: at leaſt, though a biſhop, 
is too much a man ef learning to be your enemy. 
You {ce 1 omit nothing to add to the weight in the 
balance, in which, however, I will not think my- 
ſelf light, ſince I have known your partiality. You 
will want no ſcryant here. Your room will be next 


Vol. VI. _” 
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to mine, and one man will ſerve us. Here is 3 
Library, and a Gallery ninety feet long to walk in, 
and a coach whenever you would take the air with 
me. Mr. ALLEN tells me, you might on horſe. |} 
back be here in three days; it is leſs than 100 miles - | 
from Newarke, the road through Leiceſter, Stowe 
in the Wolde in Glouceſterſhire, and Cirenceſter 
by Lord Bathurſt's. I could. engage to carry you 
to London from hence, and I would accommodate 
my time and journey to your conveniency, 
Is all this a dream? or can you make it a reali- 

ty ? can you give ear to me? 

Audiftin ? an me ludit amabilis 

Inſania ? 
Dear Sir, adieu; and give me a line to Mr. Allen's 
at Bath. God preſerve you ever. 


— 


* ” 23 * _ 


LETTER CX. 


Nov. 22, 1741. 
OURS is very full and very kind, it is a 
friendly and ſatisfactory anſwer, and all I can 
deſire. Do but inſtantly fulfil 1t.—Oaly I hope 
this will find you before you ſet out. For I think 
(on all conſiderations) your beſt way will be to take 
London in your way. It will ſecure you from ac- 
cidents of weather to travel in the coach, both thi- 
ther and from thence hither. But in particular, 
I think you ſhould take ſome care as to Mr. G's exe- 
cutors. And [am of opinion, no man will be more 
ſerviceable in ſctiling any ſuch accounts than Mr, 
Knapton, who ſo well knows the trade, and is of 
ſo acknowledged a credit in it, If you can ſtay 
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but a few days there, I ſhould be glad; though! 
would not have you omit any neceſſary thing to 
yourſelf. I wiſh too you would juſt ſee *, tho? 
when you have paſſed a month here, it will be time 
enough for all we have to do in town, and they 
will be leſs buſy, probably, than juſt before the 
Seſſion opens, to think of men of letters. | 

When you are in London [I beg a line from you, 
in which pray tell us what day you ſhall arrive at 
Bath by the coach, that we may ſend to meet you 
and bring you hither. 

You will owe me a real obligation by being 
made acquainted with the maſter of this houſe; 
and by ſharing with me, what I think one of the 
chief ſatisfactions of my life, his Friendſhip: But 
whether 1 ſhall owe you any in contributing to 
make me a ſcribler again “, I know not. 


1 
* 


—— — 


LE TT II en. 


April 23, 1742. 
letters are ſo ſhort, partly becauſe I could 
by no length of Qvr:tings, (not even by ſuch 
as lawyers write) convey to you more than you have 
already of my heart and eſteem ; and partly becauſe 
| want time and eyes, I can't ſufficiently tell you 
both my pleaſure and my gratefulneſs, in and for 
your two laſt letters, which ſhew your zeal ſo ſtrong 
for that piece of my idleneſs, which was literally 


* He had concerted the plan of the fourth book of the Dun» 
ciad with the Editor the ſummer before; [ſee the advertiſe- 
ment to this ed ] and had now written a great part of it; which 
he vas willing the Editor ſhould fee, #- 
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written only to keep me from ſleeping in a Dull 
winter, and perhaps to make others ſleep unleſ; 
awakened by my Commentator ; no uncommon 
caſe among the learned. I am every day in expec- 
tation of Lord Bolingbroke's arrival: with whom! 
ſhall ſeize all the hours I can ; for his ſlay (I fear 
by what he writes) will be very ſhort.—1 do not 
think it impoſſible but he may go to Bath for a few 
weeks to ſee (if he be then alive, as yet he is) his 
old ſervant—In that caſe I think to go with ham, 
and if it ſhould be at a ſeaſon when the waters arc 
beneficial (which agree particularly with him too) 
would it be an impoſſibility to meet you at Mr. 
Allen's ? whoſe houſe, you know, and heart are 
yours. "Tho? this is a mere chance, I ſhould not | 
be ſorry you ſaw ſo great a genius, tho' he and you | 
were never to meet again—Adicu. The world is 
not what I wiſh it; but I will not repent being in 


it while two or three live. 
Jam, etc, 


LET TER" CXll. 


Bath, Nov. 27, 1742. 

HIs will ſhew you I am ll with our friend, 

but it is the laſt day; and I would rather 

ou heard of me pleaſed, as I yet am, than 
chagrin'd, as I ſhall be in a few hours. We are both 
pretty well. I wiſh you had been more explicite 
if your leg be quite well, You ſay no more than 
that you got home well. I expect a more particu- 
lar account of you when you have repoſed yourſelf 
a while at your own fire-fide. I ſhall inquire 4 
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ſoon as I am in London, which of my friends have 
ſeen you? There are two or three who knew how 
to value you: I wiſh | was as ſure they would 
ſtudy to ſerve you. —A project has ariſen in my 
head to make you, in ſome meaſure, the Editor of 
this new edition of the Dunciad *, if you have no 
ſcruple of owning ſome of the graver notes, which 
are now added + to thoſe of Dr. Arbuthnot. I 
mean tt as a kind of prelude, or adveriiſement to 
the public, of your Commentaries on the E/ays on 
Man, and on Critici/m, which I propoſeto print next 
in another volume proportioned to this. I only 
doubt whether an avowal of theſe notes to ſo ludi- 
crous a poem be ſuitable to a character ſo eſta- 
bliſhed as yours for more ſerious ſtudies. It was 
a ſudden thought fince we parted ; and I would 
have you treat it as no more; and tell me if it 1s 
not better to be ſuppreſſed ; freely and friend lily. 
| have a particular reaſon to make you intereſt 
yourſelf in me and my writings, It will cauſe both 
them and me to make the better figure to poſteri- 
ty. A very mediocre poet, one Drayton, is yet 
taken ſome notice of becauſe Selden writ a few 
notes on one of his poems. 

Adieu. May every domeſtic happineſs make 
you unwilling to remove from home ; and may 
every friend, you do that kindneſs for, treat you 
ſo as to make you forget you are not at home. h 

I am, etc. 


* That is, of the four books compleat. 


T Added in the three firſt books, and diſtinguiſhed in this 
edition of his works, 
Sz 
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LI TTS 


Dec. 28, 1742. 
HAVE always ſo many things to take kin4ly 
of you, that I don't know which to begin to 
thank you for. I was willing to conclude our 
whole account of the Dunciad, at leaſt, and there- 
fore ſtaid till it was finiſhed, The encouragement 
you gave me to add the fourth book firſt determined 
me to do ſo; and the approbation you ſeemed to 
give it was what fingly determined me to print it. 
Since that, your Notes and your Diſcourſe in the 
name of Ariſtarchus have given its laſt finiſhings 
and ornaments.—I am glad you will refreſh the 
memory of ſuch readers as have no other faculty to 
be readers, eſpecially of ſuch works as the Divine 
Legation. But | hope you will not take too much 
notice of another and duller ſort; thoſe who be- 
come writers through malice, and muſt die when: 
ever you pleaſe to ſhine out in the completion of the 
Work : which I wiſh were now your only anſwer 
to any of them : except you will make uſe of that 
ſhort and excellent one you gaye me in the ſtory of 
the reading-glaſi. 

The world here grows very buſy, About what 
time 1s it you think of being amongſt us? My 
health, I fear, will confine me, whether in town 
or here, ſo that I may expect more of your com- 
pany as one good reſulting out of evil. 

I write, you know, very laconically. I have but 
one formula which ſays every thing to a friend, 
« ] am yours, and beg you to continue mine.“ 
Let me not be ignorant (you can prevent my being 
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ſo of any thing, but firſt and principally) of your 
health and well being; and depend on my ſenſe 
of all the Kindne/5 over and above all the Juice you 
ſhall ever do me. | 

never read a thing with more pleaſure than an 
additional ſheet to “ Jervas's preface to Don 
Quixote. Before I got over two paragraphs I cried 
out, Aut Eraſmus aut Diabolus ! I knew you as cer- 
tainly as the ancients did the Gods by the firſt 

and the very gait. I have not a moment to 
expreſs myſelf in, but could not omit this which 
delighted me ſo greatly. 

My Lawſuit with L. is at an end.— Adieu! Be- 
lieve no man can be more yours. Call me by any 
title you will but a Doctor of Oxford; Sit tibi cura 
mei, fot tibi cura tui. 


LETTER CXIV. 


Jan. 18, 1743. 

AM forced every day to grow more laconic in 
my letters, for my eyeſight grows every day 
thorter and dimmer. Forgive me then that I an- 
ſwer you ſummarily, I can even leſs bear an equal 
part in a correſpondence than in a converſation 
with you. But be aſſured once for all, the more [ 
read of you, as the more I hear from you, the bet- 
ter Jam inſtructed and pleaſed. And this misfor- 
tune of my own dulneſs, and my own abſence, 
only quickens my ardent wiſh that ſome good for- 
tune would draw you nearer, and enable me to en- 


On the origine of the books of Chivalry. 
84 
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Joy both, for a greater part of our lives in this 
neighbourhood ; and in ſuch a ſituation, as might 
make more beneiicial friends, than J, eſteem and 
enjoy you equally.— I have again heard from Lord 
and another hand, that the Lord + I writ to you 
of, declares an intention to ſerve you. My anſwer 
(which they related to him) was, that he would be 
ſure of your acquaintance for life if once he ſerved, 
or obliged you ; but that, I was certain, you would 
never trouble him with your expeRation, tho? he 
would never get rid of your gratitude.— Dear Sir, 
adieu, and let me be ſometimes certified of your 
health. My own is as uſual ; and my affection the 
ſame, always yours, | 


— Soar. ˙ — ̃ -- 


LETTER CXV. 


Twickenham, March 24, 1743. 

WRITE to you amongit the very few I now 
deſire to have my Friends, merely, Si waleas, © 
waleo, Tis in effect all J ſay : but it is very lite- 
rally true, for I place all that makes my life de- 
firable in their welfare. I may truly affirm, that 
vanity or intereſt have not the leaſt ſhare in any 
friendſhip have ; or cauſe me now to cultivate that 
of any one man by any one letter. But if any mo- 
tive ſhould draw me to flatter a great man, it 
would be to ſave the friend I would have him ſerve 
from doing it. Rather chan lay a deſerving perſon 
under the neceſſity of it, I would hazard my own 
character and keep his in dignity. Tho' in truth, 


+ Granville. 
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I live in a time when no meaſures of conduct in- 
fluence the ſucceſs of one's applications, and the 
beſt thing to truſt to is chance and opportunity. 

I only mean to tell you, I am wholly yours, how 
few words ſoever I make of it—A greater pleaſure 
to me is, that I chanced to make Mr. Allen fo, 
who is not only worth more than intrinſical- 
ly; but, 1 foreſee, will be effectually more a com- 
fort and glory to you every year you live. My 
confidence in any man leſs truly great than an ho- 
neſt one is but ſmall. | 

I have lived much by myſelf of late, partly 
through ill health, and partly to amuſe myſelf with 
little improvements in my garden and houſe, to 
which poſſibly I ſhall (if J ive) be ſoon more con- 
fined, When the Dunciad may be publiſhed I 
know not. I am more deſirous of carrying on the 
beſt, that is your. edition of the reſt of the Epi/les 
and F//ay on Criticiſm, etc. I know it is there I 
ſhall be ſeen moſt to advantage. But I inſiſt on one 
condition, that you never think of this when you 
can employ yourſelf in finiſhing that noble work of 
the Divine Legation (which is what, above all, 
iterum iterumgue monebo *) or any other uſeful ſcheme 
of your own. It would be a ſatisfaction to me at 
preſent only to hear that you have ſupported your 
health among theſe epidemical diforders, which, 


tho? not mortal to any of my friends, have afflicted 


almoſt every one. 


* Either his friendſhip for the Editor, or his love of Religion, 
made him have this very much at heart; and almoſt the laſt 
words he ſaid to the Editor as he was dying, was the conjuring 
him to finiſh the laſt Volume; which, indignation, as he ſup- 
poted, at the ſcurrilities of a nuinber of nameleſs ſcriblers, had 
retarded, | 
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LETTER CXVI. 


June 5. 
WISH that inſtead of writing to you once in 
two months, I could do you ſome ſervice as of- 
ten; for I am arrived to an age when I am as ſparing 
of words as moſt old men are of money, tho' 
I daily find leſs occaſion for any. But I live ina 
time when benefits are not in the power of an ho- 
neſt man to beſtow; nor indeed of an honeſt man 
to receive, conſidering on what terms they are ge- 
nerally to be had. It is certain you have a full 
Tight to any I could do you, who not only monthly, 
but weekly of late, have loaded me with favours of 
that kind, which are moſt acceptable to veteran 
Authors; thoſe garlands which a Commentator 
weaves to hang about his Poet, and which are 
flowers both of his own gathering and painting 
too ; not bloſſoms ſpringing from the dry Author. 
It is very unreaſonable after this, to give you a » 
ſecond trouble in reviſing the“ ay on Homer. 
But I look upon you as one ſworn to ſuffer no er- 
tors in me: and tho' the common way with a Com- 
mentator be to erect them into beauties, the beit 
office of a Critic is to correct and amend them. 
There being a new edition coming out of Homer, 
I would willingly render it a little leſs defective, 
and the bookſeller will not allow me time to do fo 
myſelf. | 
Lord B. returns to France very ſpeedily, and it 
is poſh ble 1 may go for three weeks or a month to 


The Editer did reviſe and correct it as it now ſtands in the 
lai edition, 
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Mr. Allen's in the ſummer; of which I will not 
fail to advertiſe you, if it ſuits your conveniency 
to be there and drink the waters more benefici- 
ally. 
Forgive my ſcribling ſo haſtily and ſo ill. My 
eyes are at leaſt as bad as my head, and it is with 
my heart only that can pretend to be, to any real 


purpoſe, 
Your, etc. 


— 


LETTER Cxvn. 


July 18. 

OU may well expect letters from me of 
thanks: but the kind attention you ſhew to 
every thing that concerns me is ſo manifeſt, and ſo 
repeated, that you cannot but tell yourſelf how ne- 
ceſſarily I muſt pay them in my heart, which 
makes it almoſt im pertinent to ſay ſo. Your alte- 
rations to the Preface and Eſſay “ ate juſt; and 
none more obliging to me than where you prove 
your concern, that my notions in my firſt writings 
ſhould not be repugnant to thoſe in my laſt. And 
you. will have the charity to think, when I was 
then in an error, it was not ſo much that I thought 
wrong or perverſely, as that I had not thought ſuf- 
ficiently. What I could correct in the diſſipated 
life I am forced to lead here, I have: and ſome 
there are which ſtill want your help to be made 
as they ſhould be.— Mr. Allen depends on you at 
the end of the next month or in September, and I 
will join him as ſoon as I can return from the other 


*-Prefixed to his Homer's Iliad. F- 
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party. TI xclieve not till September at ſooneſt, — 
You will pardon me (dear Sir) for writing to you 
but juſt like an attorney or agent. I am more con- 
cerned for your Finances + than your Fame; be- 
cauſe the firit, I fear, you will never be concerned 
about yourſelf ; the ſecond is ſecure to you already, 
and (whether you will or not) will follow you. 

I have never ſaid one word to you of the public. 
T have known the greater world too long to be very 
ſanguine. But accidents and occaſions may do 
what Virtue would not; and God ſend they may ! 
Adieu. Whatever becomes of public Virtue, let 
us preſerve our own poor ſhare of the private. Be 
aſſured, if I have any, I am with a true ſenſe of your 
merit and friendſhip, etc. 


LETTER CXVII. 


Oct. 7. 

HEARTILY thank you for yours, from 
which I learned your ſafe arrival. And that 
you found all yours in health, was a kind addition 
to the account ; as I truly am intereſted in what- 
ever is, and deſerves to be dear to you, and to 
make a part of your happineſs. I have many rea- 
ſons and expericnces to convince me, how much 
you wiſh health to me, as well as long life to my 
writings, Could you make 2s much a better man 
of me as you can make a better author, I were ſe- 
cure of Immortality both here and hereafter by 
your mean The Dunciad I have ordered to be 
advertiſed in quarto. Pray order as many of them 


+ His debt ſrom the Executor of Mr. G. 


W 
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as you will; and know that whatever is mine is 
yours. 


— 


LE T T-E.R. CXIX. 


| Jan. 12, 1743. 
N unwillingneſs to write nothing to you, 
whom I reſpect ; and worſe than nothing 
(which would afflict you) to one who wiſhes me ſo 
well, has hitherto kept me ſilent. Of the Public 
] can tell you nothing worthy the reflection of a 
reaſonable man ; and of myſelf only an account 
that would give you pain ; for my aſthma has in- 
creaſed every week fince you laſt heard from me, 
to the degree of confining me totally to the fireſide; 
ſo that I have hardly ſeen any of my friends but 
two, who happen to be divided from the world as 
much as myſelf, and are conſtantly retired at Bat- 
terſea, There 1 have paſt moſt of my time, and 
often wiſhed you of the company, as the beſt I 
know to make me not regret the loſs of all others, 
and to prepare me for a nobler ſcene than any mor- 
tal greatneſs can open to us, I fear by the ac- 
count you gave me of the time you defign to come 
this way, one of them (whom I much wiſh you had 
a glympſe of) will be gone again, unleſs you paſs 
ſome weeks in London before Mr. Allen arrives 
there in March. My preſent indiſpoſition takes 
up almoſt all my hours, to render a very few of 
them ſupportable : yet I go on ſoftly to prepare 
the great edition of my Things with your Notes, 
and as faſt as I receive any from you, I add others 
in order. 
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Tam told the Laureat is going to publiſh a very 
abuſive pamphlet. That is all I can deſire; it is 
enough, if it be abuſive and if it be his. He threat. 
ens you; but, I think, you will not fear or love 
him ſo much as to anſwer him, though you have 
anſwered one or two as dull. He will be more to 
me than a doſe of hartſhorn : and as a ſtink revives 
one who has been oppreſſed with perfumes, his rail- 
ing will cure me of a courſe of flatteries. 

I am much'more concerned to hear that ſome of 
your Clergy are offended at a verſe or two of 
mine *, becauſe | have a reſpe& for your Clergy 
(though the Verſes are harder upon our. But if 
they do not blame you for defending thoſe verſes, 
I will wrap myſelf up in the layman's cloak, and 
ſleep under your ſhield. 

I am ſorry to find by a letter two poſts ſince from 
Mr. Allen, that he is not quite recovered yet of all 
remains of his indiſpoſition, nor Mrs. Allen quite 
well. Don't be diſcouraged from telling me how 
you are : for no man 1s more yours than, etc. 


Ver. 355. to 358. ſecond book. of the Dunciad. 
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LETTER. CXX. 


FI was not aſhamed to be ſo behind hand with 

you, that I can never pretend to fetch it up 
(any more than I could in my preſent ſtate, to ovgr- 
take you in a race) I would particularize which of 
your letters I ſhould have anſwered firſt, It muſt 
ſuffice to ſay I have received them all; and what- 
ever very little reſpites | have had, from the daily 
care of my malady, have been employed in re- 
viſing the papers on the w/e of Riches, which I would 
have ready for your laſt reviſe, againſt you come 
to town, that they may be begun with while you. 
are here.— I own, the late encroachments upon my 
conſtitution make me willing to ſee the end of all 
further care about me or my works. I would reſt 
for the one, in a full reſignation of my Being to be 
diſpoſed of by the Father of all mercy ; and for 
the other (though indeed a trifle, yet a trifle may 
be ſome example) I would commit them to the can- 
dour of a ſenſible and reflecting judge, rather than 
to the malice of every ſhort-ſighted and malevo- 
lent critic, or inadvertent and cenſorious reader. 
And no hand can ſet them in ſo good a light, or 


fo well turn their beſt fide to the day as your own. 


This obliges me to confeſs I have for ſome months 
thought myſelf going, and that not ſlowly, down. 
the hill. The rather, as every attempt of the phy 
ficians, and ſtill the laſt medicines more forcible in 
their nature, have utterly failed to ſerve me. [1 
was at laſt, about ſeven days ago, taken with fo 
violent a fit at Batterſea, that my friends Lord M. 
and Lord B, ſent for preſent help to the ſurgeon ; 
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whoſe bleeding me, I am perſuaded, ſaved my life, 
by the inſtantaneous effect it had; and which has 
continued ſo much to amend me, that I have paſſed 
five days without oppreſſion, and recovered, what 
I have three months wanted, ſome degree of expec- 
toration, and ſome hours together of ſleep. I am 
now got to Twickenham, to try if the air will not 
take ſome part in reviving me, if I can avoid colds: 
and between that place and Batterſea with my Lord 
B. I will paſs what I have of life, while he ſtays 
(which. I can tell you, to my great ſatisfaction, 
will be this fortnight or three weeks yet.) What 
if you came before Mr. Allen, and ftaid till then, 
inſtead of poſtponing your journey longer? Pray 
if you write, juſt tell him how ill I have been, or 
I had wrote again to him: But that I will do, the 
firſt day I find myſelf alone with pen, ink, and 
paper, which I can hardly be, even here, or in any 
ſpirits yet to hold a pen. You ſee I ſay nothing, 
and yet this writing is labour to me. 
| am, etc. 


— 


LETTER CXA. 


April 1744. 

1 AM ſorry to meet you with ſo bad an account 
of myſelf, who ſhould otherwiſe with Joy have 
flown to the interview. I am too ill to be in town; 
and within this week ſo much worſe, as to make 
my journey thither, at preſent, impracticable, even 
if there was no Proclamation in my way. I left 
the town in a decent compliance to that; but this 
additional prohibition from the higheſt of all 
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powers I muſt bow to without murmuring. I with 
toſee you here. Mr. Allen comes not till the 16th, 
and you will probably chooſe to be in town chiefly 
while he 1s there, I received yours juſt now, and 
] writ to hinder—from printing the Comment on 
the Le of Riches too haſtily, ſince what you write 
me, intending to have forwarded it otherwiſe, that 
you might reviſe it during your ſtay. Indeed my 
preſent weakneſs will make me leſs and leſs capa- 
ble of any thing. 1 hope at leaſt, now at firſt, to 
ſee yon for a day or two here at Twickenham, and 
concert meaſures how to enjoy for the future what 
I can of your friendſhip *. 


1 am, ete. 


fis died May 30 following. 
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LAST WILL 


AND 


TESTAMENT 


O F 
ALEXANDER POPE, ESQ. 


N THE NAME OF GOD, AMEN. I Alex- 

ander Pope of Twickenham, in the county of 
Middleſex, make this my laſt Will and Teſtament, 
Il'r-fgn my Soul to its Creator in all humble hope 
of its future happineſs, as in the diſpoſal of a Being 
infnitely good. As to my Body, my will 1s, that 
it be buried near the Monument of my dear Parents 
at Twickenham, with the addition, after the words 
filins Fecit—of theſe only, et fibi Qui abit anno 17 
£tatiz—and that it be carried to the grave by ſix of 
the pooreſt men of the pariſh, to each of whom I or- 
der a ſuit of grey coarſe cloth, as mourning. If I 
happen to die at any inconvenient diſtance, let the 
ſame be done in any other pariſh, and the Inſerip- 
tion be added on the monument at Twickenham, I 
hereby make and appoint my particular friends, 
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Allen Lord Bathurſt, Hugh earl of Marchmont, 
the honourable William Murray his Majeſty's ſoli- 
citor general, and George Arbuthnot, of the court 
of Exchequer, Eſq; the ſurvivors or ſurvivor of 
them, Executors of this my laſt Will and Teſta- 
ment. 

But all the manuſcript and uprinted papers which 
I ſhall leave at my deceaſe, I deſire may be deliver. 
ed to my noble Friend, Henry St John, lord Bo- 
lingbroke, to whoſe ſole care and judgment I com- 
mit them, either to be preſerved or deſtroyed ; or, 
in caſe he ſhall not ſurvive me, to the. aboveſaid earl 
of Marchmont. Theſe, who in the courſe of my 
Life have done me all other good offices, will not 
refuſe me this laſt after my Death : I leave them 
therefore this trouble, as a mark of my truſt and 
friendſhip; only deſiring them each to accept of 
ſome ſmall memorial of me: That my lord Boling- 
broke will add to his library all the volumes of my 
Works and Tranſlations of Homer, bound in red 
morocco, and the eleven volumes of thoſe of Eraſ- 
mus : That my lord Marchmont will take the large 
paper edition of Thuanus, by Buckley, and that 
portrait of lord Bolingbroke, by Richardſon, which 
he ſhall prefer : That my Lord Bathurſt will find a 
place for the three ſtatues of the Hercules of Far- 
neſe, the Venus of Medicis, and the Apollo in 
chiaro obſcuro, done by Kneller ; That Mr. Mur- 
ray will accept of the marble head of Homer, by 
Bernini; and of Sir Iſaac Newton, by Guelk ; and 
that Mr. Arbuthnot will take the watch I common- 
ly wore, which the King of Sardinia gave to the 
late Earl of Peterborow, and he to me on his death» 


OF MR. POPE. 407 


bed ; together with one of the pictures of Lord Bo- 
lingbroke, 

Item, I defire Mr. Lyttleton to accept of the buſts 
of Spenſer, Shakeſpear, Milton, and Dryden, in 
marble, which his royal maſter the prince was 
pleaſed to give me. I give and deviſe my library of 
printed books to Ralph Allen of Widcombe, Eſq; 
and to the Reverend Mr. William Warburton, or to 
the ſurvivor of them (when thoſe belonging to Lord 
Bolingbroke are taken out, and when Mrs. Martha 
Blount has choſen threeſcore out of the number.) l 
alſo give and bequeath to the ſaid Mr. Warburton 
the property of all ſuch of my Works already print- 
ed, as he hath written, or ſhall write Commenta- 
ries or Notes upon, and which I have not otherwiſe 
diſpoſed of, or alienated ; and all the profits which 
ſhall ariſe after my death from ſuch editions as he 
ſhall publiſh without future alterations. 

Item, In caſe Ralph Allen, Eſq; aboveſaid, ſhall 
ſurvive me, I order my Executors to pay him the 
ſum of One hundred and fifty pounds, being, to 
the beſt of m calculation, the account of what | 
have received from him ; partly for my own, and 
partly for charitable uſes. If he refuſe to take this 
himſelf, I deſire him to employ it in a way, I am 
perſuaded he will not diſlike, to the benefit of the 
Bath hoſpital, 

I give and deviſe to my ſiſter-in-law, Mrs. Magda- 
len Racket, the ſum of Three hundred pounds; and 
to her ſons, Henry, and Robert Racket, One hun- 
dred pounds each. | alſo releaſe and give to her all 
my right and intereſt in and upon a bond of Five 
hundred pounds due co me from her ſon Michael, 


I alſo give her the family pictures of my Father, 
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Mother, and Aunts, and the diamond ring my Mo- 
ther wore, and her golden watch, | give to Eraſ- 
mus Lewis, Gilbert Weſt, Sir Clement Cotterell, 
William Rollinſon, Nathaniel Hook, Efqrs; and 
to Mrs. Anne Arbuthnor, to each the ſum of Five 
Pounds, to be laid out in a ring, or any memorial 
of me; and to my ſervant John Sear], who has faith- 
fully and ably ſerved me many years, I give and de. 
viſe the ſum of One hundred pounds over and above 
a year's wages, to himſelf and his wife ; and to the 
poor of the pariſh of Twickenham, Twenty pounds, 
to be divided among them by the ſaid John Sear]: 
And it is my Will, if the faid John Searl die before 
me, that the ſaid ſum of One hundred Pounds go to 
his wife or children. 

Item, I give and deviſe to Mrs, Martha Blount, 
younger daughter of Mrs. Martha Blount, late of 
Welbeck-ſtreet, Cavendiſh- ſquare, the ſum of One 
thouſand pounds immediately on my deceaſe : and 
all the furniture of my grotto, urns in my garden, 
houſhold goods, chattels, plate, or whatever 1s not 
otherwiſe diſpoſed of in this my Will, I give and 
deviſe to the ſaid Mrs. Martha Blount, out of a ſin- 
cere regard and long friendſhip for her. And it is 
my will, that my aboveſaid Executors, the ſurvi- 
vors or ſurvivor of them, ſhall take an account of 
all my eftate, money, or bonds, etc. and, after 
paying my debts and legacies, ſhall place out all 
the reſidue upon government, or other ſecurities, 
according to their beſt judgment ; and pay the pro- 
duce thereof, half yearly, to the ſaid Mrs. Martha 
Blount during her natural life ; and after her de- 
ceaſe, I give the ſum of One thouſand pounds to 
Mrs. Magdalen Racket, and her ſons Robert, Hen- 
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ry, and John, to be divided equally among them, 


or to the ſurvivors or ſurvivor of them ; and after 
the deceaſe of the faid Mrs. Martha Blount, I give 
the ſum of Two hundred pounds to the aboveſaid 
Gilbert Weſt; Two hundred to Mr, George Ar- 
buthnot ; Two hundred to his ſiſter, Mrs. Anne 
Arbuthnot; and One hundred to my ſervant John 
Searl, to which ſoever of theſe ſhall be then living? 
And all the reſidue and remainder to be confidered 
as undiſpoſed of, and go to my next of kin. 

This is my lIaſt Will and Teſtament, written with 
my own Hand and ſealed with my Seal, this 
twelfth day of December, in the year of our Lord 
One thouſand ſeven hundred and forty-three. 


ALEX. POPE. 


Signed, Sealed, and Declared by the 
Teſtator, as his laſt Will and Tefta- 
ment, in Preſence of us, 

RaDNOR. 


SrE TEN Hales, Miniſter of Teddington, 


Jost FH SPENCE, Profeſſor of Hiſtory in the Uni- 
verſity of Oxford, 


Vol. YI. * 


* 
7 
2 


r — J ͤ d K MP C D 


LET F SME 


OF THE LATE 


ALEXANDER POPE, Eſq. 
T O 


A LA D 


Never before publiſhed. 


T 2 


\ OE REAC AE. a i cites. At: . 
r N 


RS 


A.) 


ye * 


. 


DD 


ft Ex 


+ A; A 3. * 
NN 


* 4 Z « 3.4 TD. — . e . 2 e 
8 1 * n * 8 2 


[ 413 ] 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


THESE Letters, beſides 
the naivete of the ſtyle, the 
quick ſallies of an ingenious 
mind, and the graver obſerva- 
tions of reflection and judg- 
ment, diſcover the Writer's 
Heart to have had a more amia- 
ble ſenſibility, and to be tinc- 
tured with more goodneſs, than 
his other Writings of this fort 


do. 
Ir may be proper juſt to 


mention, that the Originals of 
theſe Letters are in Mr. Dodſ- 
ley's Poſſeſſion. 
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MR. POP E''sö 
L E T T N 


LAT 


Mapau, | 
| Twitenham, OR. 18. 

E are indebted to Heaven for all things, 

and above all for our ſenſe and genius (in 
whatever degree we have it); but to fancy yourſelt 
indebted to any thing elſe, moves my anger at your 
modeſty, The regard I muſt bear you, ſeriouſly 
proceeds from myſelf alone; and I will not ſuffer 
even one J like fo much as Mrs. H. to have a ſhare 
in caufing it. I challenge a kind of relation to you 
on the /ou!'s ſide, which I take to be better than 
either on a father's or mother's : and if you can o- 
verlook an ugly body (that ſtands much in the way of 
any friendſhip, when it is between different ſexes) I 
ſhall hope to find you a true and conſtant kinſwoman 
in Apollo. Not that I would place all my preten- 
ſions upon that poetical foot, much leſs confine them 
to it; I am far more deſirous to be admitted as 

a, 
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yours, on the more meritorious title of friendfhip. 
{ have ever believed this as a ſacred maxim, that the 
moſt ingenuous natures were the molt ſincere; ; and 


the moſt knowing and ſenſible minds made the beſt 


#riends, Of all thoſe that] have thought it the feli- 
of my life to know, I have ever found the mot 
diſtinguiſhed in capacity, the moft diſtinguiſhed in 
morality : and thoſe the moſt to be depended on, 
whom one eſteemed ſo much as to deſire they ſhould 
be ſo. I beg you to mak» me no more compliments. 
I could make you a great many, but I know you 
neither need them, nor can like them: be ſo good 
as to think I do not. In one word, your writings 
are very good, and very entertaining; but not ſo 
good, nor ſo entertaining, as your life and conver- 
lation. One is but the efie& and emanation of the 
ether, It will always be a greater pleaſure to me to 
Know, you are well, than that you write well, -tho' 
erery time you tell me the one, I muſt know the o- 
ther. I am willing to ſpare your modeſty ; and 
therefore, as to your writing, may perhaps never 
ſay more (directly to yourſelf) than the few verſes 
] ſend here; which, (as a proot of my own mo- 
deſty too) I made ſo long ago as the day you ſate 
for your picture, and yet never till now durſt con- 
feſs to you. 


A ſofter won der my pleas'd foul ſurveys, 

The mild Erinna, bluſhing in her bays. | 

So while the ſun's broad beam vet ſtrikes the ſight, 
All mild appears the moon's more Tober light, 
Serene, in virgin majeſty, ſhe ſhines ; 


And, unobſerv'd, the glaring fun declines. 


Tho' ſprightly Sappho force our love and praiſe, | 


N 


SA et 


L 


The brighteſt wit in che world, without the bet- 
ter qualities of the heart, muſt meet with this fate; 
and tends only to endear ſuch a character as I take 
yours to be. In the better diſcovery, and fuller con; 
viction of which, I have a ſtrong opinion, I ſhall 
grow more and more happy, the longer I live your 
acquaintance, and (if you will indulge me in ls 
much pleaſure) 

Your faithful friend, and moſt 
obliged ſervant, 
&:.,£Q.£ E. 


— * — 
* - - - 
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EPF 


Mapan, 
| Twitenham, Nov. 5. 


HOUGH I am extremely obliged by your 
agreeable letter, I will avoid all mention of 
the pleaſure you give me, that we may have no 
more words about compliments; which J have of- 
ten obſerved people talk themſelves into, while 
they endeavour to talk themſelves out of. It is no 
more the diet of friend:!:1p and eſteem, than a few 
thin wafers and marmalade were of ſo hearty a flo- 
mach as Sancho's. In a word, I am very proud of 
my new relation, and like Parnaſſus much the bet- 
ter, ſince [ found I had ſo good a, neighbour there. 
Mrs. H , Who lzves at court, ſhall teach two 
country folks ſincerity ; and when I am. ſo. happy as 
to meet you,” ſhe ſhall ſettle the proportions of that 
regard, or good nature, whith ſhe can allow you 
to ſpare me, from a heart which is ſo much her on 
as yours is. 


2 
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That lady is the moſt truſty of friends, if theimi- 
tation of Shaketpear be yours; for ſhe made me 
give my opinion of it with aſſurance it was none of 
Mrs. . honeſtly liked and praiſed it, whoſe- 
ſoever it was; there is in it a ſenſible melancholy, 
and too true a picture of human life ; ſo true an one, 
that I can ſcarce wiſh the verſes yours at the expence 
of yout thinking that way, ſo early. I rather wiſh 
you may love the town (which the author of thoſe 
lines cannot immaderately do) theſe many years, It 
is time enough to like, or affect to like, the country, 
when one is out of love with all but one's ſelf, and 
therefore ſtudres eo hecome agreeable or eaſy to one's: 
ſelf. Retiring into one's-ſeli is generally the pis- 
aller of mankind. Would you have me deſcribe my 
ſolitude and grotto to you ? What if, after along 
and painted deſcription of them in verſe (which the 
writer I have juſt been fpeaking of could beter 
make, if I can gueſs by that line, | 


No noiſe but water, ever friend to 74" ig 
what if it ended thus: K 2000 


What are the falling rills, the pendant ſhades, 
The morning bow'rs, the evening colonades; 
But ſoft receſſes for thꝭ uneaſy mind, 

To ſigh unheard in, to the paſſing wind! 

Lo! the firock deer, in ſome ſequeſter'd part, 
Lies down to die (the arrow in his heart); 
There, hid in ſhades, and waſting day by day, 
Inly he bleeds, and pants his ſoul away. 
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If theſe lines want poetry, they do not want ſenſe. 
God almighty long preſerve you from a feeling of 
them! The book you mention, Bruyere's Characters, 
will make any one know the world; - and I believe 
at the ſame time deſpiſe it (which is a fign it will 
make one know it 'thoroughly)." It is certainly the 
proof of 4 thaftet-hand; that can give ſuch ſtriking 
likeneffes, in fuch ſlight ſketches, and in fo few 
ſtrokes on each ſubject. In anſwer to your queſtion 
about Shakefpear, the book is about a quarter print- 
ed, and the number of emendations very great. I 
have never indulged my on eonjectures, but kept 
merely to ſuch amendments as are authoriſed by old 
editions, in the author's life time: bur I think it 
will be a year at lea before the whole work can be 
finiſhed.” In reply to your very handſome (I wiſh it 
were 2 very true) compliment upon this head, I 
only defire you to obſerve, by what natural, gentle 
degrees | have ſunk to the humble thing I now am: 
firſt from a pretending poet td a eritick, then to a 
low tranſlator, la%ly to a mere publiſher. I am ap- 
preheafive ! hall be nothing that is of any value, 
long, except, 
Madam, 
| Your moſt obliged, and 
en faithful humble ſervant, 
| A. POPE. 


I long for your return to town; a place I am un- 
fit for, but ſhall not be long out of, as ſoon 
as I know N be permitted to wait on you 
there. 
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LETTER III. 


MaDan,. 
T hurſday night. 


1 T was an q agreeadle ſurprize to me, to hear of 

your ſettlement i in town. 1 lye at my Lord Pe- 
terborow's in Bolton-ftreet, where any commands of 
yours will reach me to-morrow, only on Saturday 
evening I am pre-engaged. If Mrs. H be to 
be engaged (and if ſhe As by any creature, it is by 
you) I e join us. 1 am, with great 
ruth, eee 


Madam, | 
Your moſt faithful n 
and obliged ſervant, 
A. POP. 


* _— 
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Mapa, 
1 COU LD not play the impertinent fo far as to 

write to you, till [ was encouraged to it by a 
piece of news Mrs. H- tells me, which ought 
to be the moſt agreeable: in a the world to any author. 
That you are determined to write no more It 
now the time then, not for me only, but for every 
body, to write without: fear, or wit: and] ſhall 
give you the firſt example here. But for this aſſur- 
ance, it would be every way too dangerous to cor- 
reſpond with a lady, whoſe very firſt ſight and very 
firſt writiags had ſuch an eſſect, upon a man uſed 
to what they call fine ſights, and what they call fine 
writings. Yet he has bcen dull cnough to ſleep 


PP 
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quietly, after all he bas ſeen and all he has read; 
till yours broke in upon his ſtupidity and indolence, 
and totally deſtroyed it. But, God be thanked, 
you will write no more ; ſo I am in no danger of 
increafing my admiration of you one way; and as 
to the other, you. will never (1 have too much reaſon 
10 fear) open theſe eyes again with one glimpſe of 

ou. 
5 I am told, you named lately i in a letter, a — 
called Twitenham, with particular diſtin tion. That 


you may, not be mi{-conſtrued and have your mean- 


ing | miſtaken for the future, I mult acquaint you, 
Madam, that the name of the place where Mrs» 
H is not Twitenham, but Richmond; ; which 
your ignorance in the geography of theſe parts has 
made you confound together. You will unthink- 
ingly. do honour to a. paltry hermitage (while you 


ſpeak of Twitenham) where lives a creature altoge- 


ther unworthy your memory or notice, becauſe he 
really wiſhes he had never. beheld you, nor yours. 
You have ſpoiled him for a ſolitaire, and a book, 
all the days of his life; and put him into ſuch a 
condition, that he thinks of nothing, and enquires 
of nothing but after a perſon who has nothing to ſay 
to him, and has left him for erer without hope of 
ever again regarding, or pleaſing, or entertaining 
him, much leſs of ſeeing him. He has been ſo mad 
with the idea of her, as to ſteal her picture, and 
paſſes whole days in ſitting before it, talking to 
himſelf, and (as ſome people imagine) making ver- 
ſes; but it is no ſuch matter, for as long as he can 
get any of hers, he can never turn his head to his 
ewn, it is ſo much better entertained. 


133 My. l. 


LETTER V. 


Mao, AM, 
AM touched with ſharhe when I look on the | thts 

of your letter. I have anſwered it a hundred 

times in my own mind, which I affure'you has few 
thoughts, either ſo frequent or ſo lively, as thoſe 
relating to you. I am ſenſibly obliged by you, in 
the comfort you endeavour to give me upon the loſs 
of a friend. It is like the ſhower we have had this 
morning, that juſt makes the drooping'trees' hold 
up their heads, but they remain checked and W- 
thered at the root ; the benediction is but à ſhort 
relief, though it comes from Heaven itſeif. The 
loſs of a friend is the loſs of life; after that is gone 
from us, it is all but a gentler decay, and waſting 
and lingering a little longer. I was the. other day 
forming a with for à lady*s happineſs, upon her 
birth-day : and thinking of the greateſt elimax of 
felicity I could raiſe, ſtep by ſtep, to end in this 
2 Friend. 1 fancy I have ſucceeded in the grada- 
tion, and ſend you the whole copy to aſſe your opi- 
nion, or (which is much the better reaſon) to deſire 
you to alter it to your own wh : for I believe you 
are a woman that can wiſh for yourſelf more rea. 
ſonably, than I can for you, Mrs. H made 
me promiſe her a copy; and to the end ſhe may 
value it, I beg it may be tranſcribed; and ſent her 


by you, 
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Toa Lady, on her Birth-day, 1723. 


Oh! be thou bleſt with all that heaven can ſend: 
Long life; long _ long Pens and a 
Friend! IF 

Not with thoſe toys the OOTY" admire, 
Riches that vex, and vanities that tire: 

Let joy, or eaſe ; let affluence, or content ; 

And the gay conſcience of a life well _ 

Calm every thouglit, infpirit every grace; 

Glow in thy heart; and fmile upon cy face! 

Let day improve on day, and year on your; 
Without a pain, a trouble, oy a fear! 
And 2 (fince death muſt that dear 2 de- 

roy), 

Dye * ſome ſudden eeſtaſy of joy: 
In ſome ſoft dream may thy mild foul remove, 
And be thy lateſt gaſp, a ſigh of love ! 


Pray, Madam, let me ſee this mended in your 
copy to Mrs. H——; and let it be an exact 
ſcheme of happineſs drawn, and. I hope enjoyed; 
by yourſelf To hom I aſfure 3 _— * 
much as you wiſh it her. (31 
= Lee WAR Tam NE. 1 
Madam, ct. 
Your moſt faithful friend, 
and moſt humble ſervant, 


A. POPE. 
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LETTER VI. 


Madam, 
Twitenham, FRG 20. 


OUR aſt letter tells me, that if I do not write 

in leſs than a month, you will fancy the 
length of yours frighted me.. A conſciouſneſs that 
J had upon me of omitting too long to anſwer it, 
made me look (not without ſome fear and trembling) 
for the date of it: but there happened to be none; 
and J hope, either that you have forgot how long 
it is, or atleaſt that you cannot think it ſo long as 
I do, fince I writ to you. Indeed a multitude of 
things {which ſingly ſeem trifles, and yet altogether 
make a vaſt deat of bufineſs, and wholly take up that 
time which we ought to value above all ſuch things) 
have from-day to day made me wanting, as well to 
my own greateſt pleaſure in this as to my own great- 
eſt concerns in other points, If I ſeem to neglect 
any friend J have, I do more than ſeem to neglect 
myſelf, as I find daily by the increaſing ill conſtitu- 
tion of my body and mind. I ſtill reſolve this courſe 
ſhall not, nay I ſee it cannot, be long; and I de- 
termine to retreat within myſelf to the only buſineſs 
I was born for, and which,l am only good for (if I 
am entitled to uſe that phraſe for any 2 ) It is 
great folly to ſacrifice one's ſelf, one's time, one's 
quiet (the very life of life itſelf), to forms, complai- 
ſances, and amuſements, which do not inwardly 
pleaſe me, and only pleaſe a ſort of people who re- 
ard me no farther than a mere inſtrument of their 
preſent idleneſs or vanity. To ſay truth, the hves 
of thoſe we call great and happy are divided he- 
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tween thoſe two ſtates; and in each of them, we 
poetical fiddlers make but part of their pleaſure, or 
of their equipage. And the miſery is, we, in our 
turns, are ſo vain (at leaſt I have been ſo) as to 
chooſe to pipe without being paid, and ſo ſilly to be 
pleaſed with piping to thoſe who underſtand mu- 
ſick leſs than ourſelves. They have put me of late 
upon a taſk before I was aware, which Iam ct and 
fore of: and yet engaged in honour to ſome perſons 
whom I muſt neither diſobey nor diſappoint (! mean 
two or three in the world only) to go on with it. 
They make me do as mean a thing as the greateſt 
man of them could do; ſeem to depend, and to ſo- 
licit, when I do not want; and make a kind of 
court to thoſe above my rank, juſt as they do to thoſe 
above theirs, when we might much more wiſely and 
agreeably live of ourſelves and to ourſelves. You 
will eafily find I am talking of my tranſlating the 
Odyſſey by ſubſcription : which looks, it muſt 
needs look, to all the world as a deſign of mine both 
upon fame and money, when in truth I believe 
I ſhall get neither ; for one I go about without any 
ſtomach, and the other 1 ſhall not go about at all. 
This freedom of opening my mind upon my own 
fituation will be a proof of truſt, and of an opinion 
your goodneſs of nature has made me entertain, 
that you never profeſs any degres of good will with- 
out being pretty warm in it, $0 I tell you my griev- 
ances ; I hope in God you have none, wherewith 
to make me any return of this kind. T hope-that 
was the only one which you communicated in your 
laſt, about Mrs. H ſilence ; for which ſhe - 
wanted not reproaches from me; and has ſince, ſhe 
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ſays, amply atoned for, I ſaw a few lines of yours 
to her, which are more obliging to me than I could 
have imagined: if you put y welfare into the ſmall 
number of things which you heartily wiſh (for a ſen- 
fible perſon, of either ſex, will never with for many) 
I ought to be a happier man than ] ever yet deſerv- 
ed to be. 

Upon a review of your papers, I have repented 
of ſome of the trivial alterations 1 had thought of, 
which were very few. 1 would rather keep them till 
I have the ſatisfaction to meet you in the winter, 
which I muſt beg earneſtly to do; for hitherto me- 
thinks you are to me like a ſpirit of another world, 
a being I admire, but have no commerce with: I 
cannot tell but I am writing to a Fairy, who has 
left me ſome favours, Which! ſecretly enjoy, and 
ſhall think it unlucky, if not fatal, to part with.. So 
pray do not expect your verſes. till farther acquaint- 
ance. 


LETT EN VIE 


MaDan, | 1 
Twitenham, Sept. 30, 1722. 
O confidence is ſb great, as that one receives 
from perſons one knows may be believed, and 
in things one is willing to believe, I have (at laſt) 
acquired this; by Mrs. H repeated aſſuran- 
ces of a thing I am unfeignedly fo deſirous of, a 
your allowing me to correſpond with you. In good 
earneſt, there is ſometimes in men, as well as in 
women, a great deal of unaffected modeſty ;- and 1 
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was ſincere all along, when I. told her. perſonally, 
and told you by my filence, that I feared only to ſeem 
impertinent, while perhaps I ſeemed negligent to you. 
To tell Mrs. any thing like what I really 
thought of her, would have looked ſo like the com- 
mon traffick of compliment, that pays only to re- 
ceive ; and to have told it her in diſtant or baſhful 
terms, would have appeared ſo like coldneſs in my 
ſenſe of good qualities (which I cannot find out in 
any one, without feeling, from my nature, at the 
ſame time, a great warmth for them) that I was 
quite at a loſs What to write, or in what ſtile, to 
you. But I am reſolved, plainly to get over all ob- 
jections, and faithfully to aſſure you, if you will 
help a baſhful man to be paſt all preliminaries, and 
forms, I am ready to treat with you for your friend- 
ſhip. I know, (without more ado) you have a va- 
luable ſoul ; and wit, ſenſe, and worth enough, to 
make me reckon it (provided you will permit it) 
one of the happineſſes of my life to have been made 
acquainted with you, 

I do not know, on the other hand, what you can 
think of me; but this, for a beginning, I will ven- 
ture to engage, that whoever takes me for a poet, 
or a wit (as they call it), takes me for a creature of 
leſs value than I am : and that where-ever I profeſs 
it, you ſhall find me a much better man, that is, a 
much better friend, or at leaſt a much leſs faulty 
one, than [am a poet. That whatever zeal I may 
have, or whatever regard I may ſhew, for things I 
truly am ſo pleaſed with as your entertaining writ- 
ings; yet I ſhall ſtill have more for your perſon, 
and for your health, and for your happineſs. I 
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would, with as much readineſs, play the apothe- 
cary or the nurſe, to mend your head-aches, as 1 
would play the critick to improve your verſes. I 
have ſeriouſly looked over and over thoſe you in- 
truſted me with; and aſſure you, Madam, I would 
as ſoon cheat in any other truſt, as in this. I ſin- 
cerely tell you, I can mend them very little, and 
only in trifles, not worth writing about ; but will 
tell you every tittle when I have the happineſs to 
fee you. | 

I am more concerned than you can reaſonably be- 
lieve, fox the ill ſtate of health you are at preſent 
under: but I will appeal to time, to ſhew you how 
fincercly Iam (if I live long enough to prove myſelf 
what I truly am) 

Madam, 
4 Your molt faithful 
Servant, 


A. POPE. 
I am very ſick all the while I write this letter, 


which I hope will be an excuſe for 1 its being 
ſo ſcribbled. 
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MavDan, 
Twitenham, Nov. g. 

T happened that when TI determined to anſwer 

yours, by the peſt that followed my receipt of 
it, I was prevented from the firſt proof I have had 
the happineſs to give you of my warmth and readi- 
neſs, in returning the epitaph, with my ſincere con- 
dolements with you on that melancholy ſubject. 
But nevertheleſs I reſolved to ſend you the one, tho? 
anattended by the other: I begged Mrs. H—to incloſe 
it, that you might at leaſt ſee J had not the power 
to delay a moment the doing what you bid me; 
eſpecially when the occaſion of obeying your com- 
mands was ſuch, as muſt affect every admirer and 
well wiſher of honour and virtue is the nation. 

You had it in the very blots, the better to com- 
pare the places; and I can only ſay it was done to 
the beſt of my judgment, * to the extent of my 
fincerity. 

I do not wonder that you decline the Soeticdl 
amuſement I] propoſed to you, at this time. I know 
(from what little I know of your heart) enough at 
leaſt 'to convince me, 1t muſt be too deeply con- 
cerned at the loſs, not only of ſo great, and ſo near 
a relation; but of a good man (a loſs this age can 
hardly ever afford to bear, and not often can ſuſ- 
tain.) Yet perhaps it is one of the beſt things that 
can be ſaid of poetry, that it helps us to paſs over 
the toils and troubles of this tireſome journey, our 
life; as horſes are encouraged and ſpirited up, the 


better to bear their labour by the jingling of bells 
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about their heads. Indeed, as to myſelf, I have 
been uſed to this odd cordial, fo long, that it has 
no effect upon me: but you, Madam, are in your 
honey-moon of poetry; you have ſeen only the 
ſmiles, and enjoyed the careſſes, of: Apollo. No- 
thing is ſo pleafant to a Muſe as the firſt children of 
the imagination ; but when once ſhe comes to find 
it mere conjugal duty, and the care of her nume- 
rous progeny daily grows upon her, it is all a ſour 
tax for paſt pleaſure. As the Pſalmiſt ſays on ano- 
ther occaſion, the age of a Muſe is ſcarce above 
five and twenty: all the reſt is labour and ſorrow. 
I find by experience that his own fiddle is no great 
pleaſure to a common fiddler, after once che firſt 
good conceit of himſelf is loſt. . 

I lang at laſt to be acquainted with vou; and 
Mrs. I tells me you ſhall ſoon be in town, 
and I bleſt with the viſion. I have ſo long defired. 
Pray believe I worſhip you as much, and ſend my 
addreſſes to you as often, as to any female Saint in 
Heaven: it is certain I ſee you as little, unleſs it be 
in my lleep; and that way too, holy hermits are 
viſited: by the ſaints themſelves. 

I am, without figures and metaphors, yours 
and hope you will think, I have ſpent all my fiction 
in my poetry; ſo that I have nothing but plain 
truth left ſor my proſe; with which I am ever, 

Madam, 
Your faithful 
humble ſervant, 
A. POPE, 
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Mapa, 

Five o'clock. 
THINK it a full proof of that unlucky ſtar, 
which upon too many occaſions I have experi- 
enced; that this firſt, this only day that I ſhould 
have owned happy beyond expectation (ſor I did 
not till yeſterday hope to have ſeen you fo ſoon) 1 
muſt be forced not to do it, I am too ſick (indeed 
very ill) to go out ſo far, and lie on a bed at my 
doctor's houſe, as a kind of force: upon bim to get 
me better with all haſte, 

I am ſcarce able to ſee. theſe fe lines I write; to 
wiſh you health and pleaſure enough not to miſe 
me to-day, and myſelf patience to bear being ab- 
ſent from you as well as I can being ill. 

I am truly, | 
Your faithful ſervant, 
A, PO P = 


- th. 
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MAD 


— — — 


hs. 17, 1922-4 
FTER a very long expectation and daily 
hopes of the ſatisfaction of ſeeing and con- 
—— with you, I am ſtill deprived of it in a man- 
ner that is the moſt afflicting, becauſe it is occaſi- 
oned by your illneſs and your misfortune. I can 
bear my own, I aflure you, much better: and 
thus: to find you loſt to me, at the time that I hoped 
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to have regained you, doubles the concern I ſhould 
naturally feel in being deprived, of» any pleaſure 
whatever, 

Mrs. H can beſt expreſs to you the concern 
of a friend, who eſleems and pities : for ſhe has the 
liberty to expreſs it in her actions, and the ſatisface 
tion of attending on you in your indiſpoſition. 

I wiſh ſincerely your condition were not ſuch as 
to debar me from telling you in perſon how truly 
I am yours. I wiſh I could do you any little offices 
of friendſhip, or give you any amuſements, or help 
you to what people in your preſent ſtate moſt want, 
better ſpirits. If reading to you, or writing to you, 
could contribute to entertain your hours, or to raiſe 
you to a livelier reliſh of life, how well ſhould I 
think my time employed! indeed I ſhould, and: 
think it a much better end of my poor ſtudies, 
than all the vanities of fame, or views of a charac- 
ter that way, which engage moſt men of my fra- 
ternitʒ. dl 

If Pa knew the zeal with which 1 
am your ſervant, you would take ſome notice of 
the advice I would give you, and ſuffer it to have 
a weight with you proportionable to the ſincerity 
with which it is given. 

I beg you to do your utmoſt to call to, you all 
the ſuccours, which your own good ſenſe and na- 
tural, reflection can ſuggeſt, to avoid a melancholy 
way of thinking, and to throw up your ſpirits by 
intervals of moderate company; not to let your 
diſtemper fix 1t{elf upon ydur mind at leaſt, though 
it will not entirely quit your body. Do not in- 

dulge too much ſolitarineſs. Though moſt com- 
pany be not proper gr ſupportable during your ill- 


L E TT ERS. 433 


neſs, force yourſelf to enter into ſuch as is good 
and reaſonable, where you may have your liberty, 
and be under no reſtraint, 

Why will you not come to your friend Mrs. 
——, ſince you are able to go out, and ſince mo- 
tion is certainly good for your health? why will 
you not make any little ſets of ſuch as you are ea- 
ſieſt with, to fit with you ſometimes ? 

Do not think I have any intereſted aim in this 
advice : though I long to ſee you, and to try to 
amuſe you, I would not for the world be conſi- 
dered as one that would ever require for my own 
gratification, any thing that might either be im- 
proper or hurtful to you. 

Pray let me know, by our friend Mrs. H, 
if there can be any thing in my power to ſerve, Ry 
to amuſe you. But uſe. me ſo kindly, as not to 
think ever of writing to me till you are ſo well as 
that I may ſee you, and then it will be needleſs. 
Do not even read this, if it be the leaſt trouble to 
your eyes or head. 

Believe me, with great reſpect, and the warmeſt 
good wiſhes for your ſpeedy recovery, 
Madam, 
Your moſt faithful, 


and moſt humble ſervant, 
A. PP OE 


Vor. VI. A 
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 Mavan, 

8 Twitenham, June 2, 1723. 
T was an inexpreſlible pleaſure to me to ſee 
your letter, as I aſſure you it had long been a 

great trouble, to reflect on the melancholy reaſon 
of your ſilence and abſence. It was that only which 
hindered my writing, not only again, but often, 
to you ; for fear your good-nature ſhould have been 
prompted to obliged me too much at your own ex- 
pence, by anſwering. Indeed I never expreſſed 
(and never ſhall be able to expreſs) more concern 
and good wiſhes for you, than I ſhall ever feel for 
one of your merit. | 

I am ſorry, the moment you grow better, to have 
you ſnatcht from thoſe, who I may ſay deſerve the 
pleaſure of ſeeing you in health, for having ſo long 
lamented and felt your illneſs. 

Mrs. H » I hope, will find it not impoſſi- 
ble to draw you to Richmond: and if not, I dare 
ſay will not be long out of Hertfordſhire. I want 
nothing but the ſame happy pretence ſhe has, of a 
title through your friendſhip, and the privilege of 
her ſex, to be there immediately. I cannot but 
wonder you have not heard from her, though I 
ſhould wonder if any body elſe had; for I am told 
by her family ſhe has had much of the head-ache at 
Bath, befides the excuſe of a great giddineſs occa- 
fioned naturally by the waters. I writ to her at the 

| firſt going, and have not heard a word from her; 
and now you tell me the ſame thing, I conclude 
ſhe has been worſe than I imagined, I hear ſhe 
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returns on Wedneſday, when I ſhall have the ſa- 
tisfaction (I doubt not) to talk and hear a great 
deal of Mrs. — ——, 

I wiſh I could ſay any thing, either to comfort 
you when ill, or entertain you when well. Though 
nothing could, in the proper proportion of friend- 
ſhip, more affect me than your condition; I have 
not wanted other occaſions of great melancholy, of 
which the leaſt is the loſs of part of my fortune by 
a late act of parliament. 

I am at preſent in the afflicting circumſtance of 
taking my laſt leave of one of the “ trueſt friends 1 
ever had, and one of the greateſt men in all polite 
learning, as well as the moſt agreeable companion, 
this nation ever had. 

I really do not love life ſo dearly, or fo weakly, 
as tovalue it on any other ſcore, than for that por- 
tion of happineſs which a friend only can beſtow 
upon it: or, if I muſt want that myſelf, for the 
pleaſure which is next it, of ſeeing deſerving and 
virtuous people happy. So that indeed I want 
comfort ; and the greateſt I can receive from you 
(at leaſt unleſs T were ſo happy as to deſerve Li 
I never can) will be to hear you grow better till 
you grow perfectly well, perfectly eaſy, and per- 
feftly happy, which no one more fincerely wiſhes 
than, 

e Madam, 

Your” Mike 14 oblized | 
* friend and ſervant, | 
A. P 0 PE. 


' + * Biſhop Atte i bury. 
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LETTER XI. 


Maran, 


Twitenham, Sept. 26, 1723. 
T would be a vanity in me to tell you why I 
trouble you ſo ſoon again: I cannot imagine 

myſelf of the number of thoſe correſpondents whom 
you call favourite ones ; yet I know it is thought, 
that induſtry may make a man what merit cannot : 
and if an old maxim of my Lord Oxford's be true, 
That in England if a man reſolve to be any thing, 
and conſtantly ftick to it, he may (even a Lord 
Treaſurer) : if fo, I ſay, it ſhall not be want of 
reſolution that ſhall hinder me from being a favou- 
rite. In good earneſt, I am more ambitious of be- 
ing ſo to you, Madam, than I ever was, or ever 
mall be, of being one to any Prince, or (which is 
more) any Prince's Miniſter, in Chriſtendom. 

I wiſh I could tell you any agreeable news of 
what your heart is concerned in; but I have a fort 
of quarrel to Mrs. H for not loving herſelf ſo 
well as ſhe does her friends: for thoſe ſhe makes 
happy, but not herſelf. 

There is an air of ſadneſs about her which 
grieves me, and which, I have learnt by experi- 
ence, will increaſe upon an indolent (I will not 
ſay an affected) reſignation to it. It will do ſo in 
men, and much more in women, who have a na- 
tural ſoftneſs that ſinks them even when reaſon does 
not. This I tell you in confidence ; and pray give 
our friend ſuch hints as may put her out of humour 
with melancholy : your cenſure, or even your rail- 


lery, may have more weight with her than mine: 


r 
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a man cannot either ſo decently, or ſo delicately, 
take upon him to be a phyſician in.theſe concealed. 
diſtempers. | 

You ſee, Madam, I proceed in truſting you 
with things that nearly concern me. In my. laſt 
letter I ſpoke but of a trifle, myſelf: in this I ad- 
vance farther, and ſpake of what touches me more, 
a friend. 

This beautiful ſeafon will raiſe up ſo many ru- 
ral images and deſcriptions in a poetical mind, that 
expect, you, and all ſuch as you (if there be any 
ſuch), at leaſt all who are not-downright dull tran- 
ſlators, like your ſervant, . muſt neceſſarily be pro- 
ductive of verſes. . -—- | 

I lately ſaw a ſketch this way on the bower of 
* BREDBIN Gro: I could wiſh you tried ſomething 
in the deſcriptive. way on any ſubje& you pleaſe, 
mixed with viſion and moral; like pieces of the 
old provencal poets, which abound with fancy, 
and are the moſt amuſing ſcenes in nature. There 
are three or four of this kind in Chaucer admira- 
ble: the Flower and the Leaf every body has 
been delighted with. 

I have long had an inclination to tell a Fairy 
tale, the more wild and exotic the better ;, there- 


*The lines here alluded to are as follows: 


In Tempe's ſhades the living lyre was ſtrung, 
And the firſt Pope (immortal Phoebus) ſung, 
Theſe happy ſhades, where equal beauty reigns, 
Bold riſing hills, ſlant vales, and far-ſtretch'd plains, 
The grateful verdure of the waying woods, 
The ſoothing murmur of the falling floods, 
A nobler boaſt, a higher glory yield, 
Than that which Phoebus ſtampt on Terpe's field: 
All that can charm the eye, or pleaſe the ear, 
Says, Harmony itſelf inhabits here. 
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fore a vin. which is confined to no rules of pro- 
bability, will take in all the variety and luxuriancy 
of deſcription you will; provided there be an ap- 
parent moral to it. I think, one or two of the Per- 
ſian tales would give one hints for ſuch an inven- 
tion: and perhaps if the fcenes were taken from 
real places that are known, in order to compliment 
particular gardens and buildings of a fine taſte (as 
I believe ſeveral of Chaucer's deſcriptions do, tho? 
it is what nobody has obſerved), n add great 
beauty to the whole. 

Iwiſh you found ſuch an e pleaſing to 
you : if you did but, at leiſure, form deſcriptions 
from objects in nature itſelf, which ſtruck you 
moſt livelily, I wanld undertake to find a tale that 
ſhould bring them all together: which you will 
think an odd undertaking, but in a piece of this 
fanciful and imaginary nature I am ſure is praQtica- 
ble. Excuſe this long letter; and think no man is 
more 


Your faithful 


and obliged ſervant, | 
A. POP E. 
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